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Prose Selections 


H. I. M. King George V (born 3rd June, 1865) 

A PANOEAMA OF INDIA ^ . 

At Guildhall (17th May, 190t>) 

The seven months’ absence has been to us a 
happy and interesting experience. Still, we rejoice to 
be at home again, and^ are thankful to God that He 
has spared us to return to our children and to those 
that are dear to us. It is nearly five years ago that 
the Princess of Wales and I were entertained by the 
Lord Mayor and the City of London in this ancient 
hall on the termination of our memorable tour 
to our sister nations be>ond the seas. We are 
met here to-day under similar circumstances, and 
the conclusion of our visit to the great Indian 
Empire may, I think, be regarded as the com- 
pletion of the mission originally entrusted to us by the 
King. It is a great satisfaction to us that we have 
been privileged to visit nearly every part of the British 
Empire. In thus accomplishing what has been the 
ambition of our lives, the Princess and I desire to 
express our sincere gratitude to the country for having 

• From “ The King to His People ” by kind permission of 
the publishers, Messrs. Williams and Norgate, London. 
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enabled us to make this long voyage in such 4 fine 
vessel as the Renown. No less warmly do we thank 
the Government of India for the admirable arrange- 
ments for our railway journeys of nearly nine thousand 
miles, which were made with every possible considera- 
tion for our convenience and safety. It may, perhaps, 
interest you to know that we spent twenty-eight nights 
in our comfortable train. From the 9th of November, 
the day of our brilliant reception on landing at Bom- 
bay, until the moment of our departure from Karachi 
on the 19th of March, we were welcomed everywhere 
with a display of enthusiasm and affection which pro- 
foundly touched us, and the memory of which will 
never fade from our minds. We were still more im- 
pressed by the unmistakable proofs of genuine devotion 
and personal attachment to the King-Emperor. At 
every place we visited where my dear father had been 
thirty years ago, the event was spoken of with the 
keenest interest and pride, not only by those who 
remember seeing him, but also by the younger 
generation. 

Although we were welcomed everywhere by 
happy, holiday-making crowds which thronged the 
gaily-decorated streets, we did not forget the misery 
and poverty which, alasJ existed in certain districts 
afflicted by famine through which we passed. When 
at Gwalior, I had the opportunity of inspecting a 
famine camp, and saw with sad interest, but with 
satisfaction, the excellent arrangements effectively 
carried out for mitigating the sufferings of upwards 
of 6,000 men, women, and children, who were there 
employed, fed, and cared for. 

Our visits to several of the great Feudatory States 
will always be repkoned among the happiest and most 
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interesting of our experiences. We were received by 
the respective rulers and their peoples with the warm- 
est enthusiasm, with all the georgeousness and circum- 
stance of old Indian customs, and by them entertained 
with magnificent hospitality. I enjoyed social inter- 
course with many of these great Princes, and I was 
impressed with their loyalty and personal allegiance to 
the Crown, their nobility of mind, their chivalrous 
nature, and the great powers which they possess for 
doing good. I might mention that in several of these 
States the Imperial Service troops are an important 
feature. They are raised, equipped, and maintained 
by the Princes themselves, to be placed at our disposal 
in case of war. Though these States supply their own 
officers, these regiments are under the guidance and 
inspection of British Officers; and it is to be hoped 
that this excellent movement may be extended 
throughout all the Feudatory States. 

No one could possibly fail to be struck with the 
wonderful administration of India. Time did not per- 
mit of our leaving the beaten track for the interior 
of the country, and thereby gaining an insight into the 
macdunery of that most efficient organisation, the 
Government of a district. But we had opportunities 
of seeing at the headquarters of the Presidencies and 
of the different Provinces the general and admirable 
working of the Civil Service. At the same time, we 
realised that it is a mere handful of highly-educated 
British officials, often living a hard and strenuous life, 
frequently separated from their fellow-countrymen, and 
subject to the trials and discomforts of the plains, 
who were working hand-in-hand with representatives 
of the different races in the administration of enormous 
areas, in the government of millions of people; 
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Daring the month of December, in the neighbour- 
hood of Eawai Pindi, I had the pleasure of staying 
with Lord Kitchener in his camp of manoeuvres, ai^d 
witnessed operations on an extended scale between, 
two armies numbering in all over 55,000 men, termi- 
nating in a review and march past of the largest force 
ever brought together in India in time of peace. I 
was struck with the general fitness and the splendid 
appearance of the British troops, with the physique 
and power of endurance of the Native Army, 
and the dash of its cavalry, while throughout the army 
I found an earnest desire for increased efficiency and 
for readiness to take the field. I was specially glad 
to have this opportunity of being associated with 
our magnificent army in India under such practical 
conditions. I am proud to say that during my tour I 
was able to insj)ect 143,000 troops. 

Having seen several colleges and other educational 
institutions in different parts of India, I gained some 
slight idea of the efforts that are being made to 
place within the ivach of all classes a liberal education. 
Let me take as an example the great Mohammedan 
college and school at Aligarh, which is supported and 
controlled by the private enterprise of Mohammedan 
gentlemen from all parts of India. A residential sys- 
tem similar to that at Oxford and Cambridge has been 
adopted. At the same time athletics are not neglect- 
ed, and in all schools and colleges there is much emu- 
lation in cricket and football. Undoubtedly, such in- 
stitutions must materially affect the formation of cha- 
racter in future generations. 

If I were asked to name any general impressions 
which I have formed during this exceptional but all' 
too short experience, they would be that I have learnt 
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to appreciate the fact that India cannot be regarded 
«,s one country. We talk casually of going to India. 
But the majority of us, perhaps, do not realise that it 
is ‘a continent with an area equal to the whole of 
Europe, without Eussia, containing a population of 
^00,000,000 of diverse races, languages, and creeds, 
and many different grades of civilisation. I was struck 
with its immense size, its splendour, its numerous 
races, its varied climate, its snow-capped mountains, 
its boundless deserts, its mighty rivers, its architec- 
tural monuments, and its ancient traditions. I have 
realised the patience, the simplicity of life, the loyal 
•devotion, and the religious spirit which characterises 
the Indian peoples. I know also their faith in the 
absolute justice and integrity of our rule. 

I cannot help thinking from all I have heard and 
seen that the task of governing India will be made the 
easier if we, on our part, infuse into it a wider element 
of sympathy. I will venture to predict that to such 
sympathy there will be an ever- abundant and genuine 
response. May we not also hope for a still fuller mea- 
sure of trust and confidence in our earnest desire and 
efforts to promote the well-being, and to further the 
best interests, of every class? 

In speaking of my impressions, I should like very 
briefly to record a few of those scenes and incidents 
which will be to us of lasting value. Would that I 
were able in any way to picture our arrival in Bombay, 
amid the greetings and hearty acclamations of its 
•cosmopolitan population, dressed in every conceivable 
colour, and all beneath the clearest blue of an Eastern 
«ky. Quitting Bombay in tropical heat, my thoughts 
carry me from there over hundreds of miles, almost 
as far as from London to Constantinople, to the 
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rigorous climate of the Khyber pass. The Union Jack, 
floating over the fortress of Jamrud, reminds us that 
British protection is guaranteed to the caravans that 
pass twice a week to and from Afghanistan, through- 
out this twenty-five miles of neutral territory. At 
Lundi Kotal, the further entrance of the Pass, five 
British officers and a regiment of Afridis — ^that tribe 
which only a few years ago was fighting against us — 
now garrison this lonely outpost to our Indian Empire. 
To the historic stronghold of Ali Musjid came the lead- 
ing Khans, each bringing offerings of good will in the 
shape of the pick of their flocks of sheep, and the 
finest specimens of their honey. 

Contrast such wild and semi-civilised scenes with 
Delhi and Agra, those centres of artistic wealth and 
of priceless architectural monuments, for the preserva- 
tion of which, and the great care bestowed upon 
them, universal thanks are due to the late Viceroy, 
Lord Curzon. Imagine us next at Gwalior and later 
on at Benares, making our public entry under condi- 
tions impossible in any other part of the world, mount- 
ed as we were on elephants, gorgeously caparisoned, 
and passing amid escorts and troops clothed and equip- 
ped in all the, picturesqueness of mediaeval pageantry. 
But, among all these varied and striking impressions, 
none have stirred our hearts as did the Eidge at Delhi, 
and the grounds and ruins of the Lucknow Eesidency. 
They recalled with vivid reality those glorious heroes 
and those thrilling deeds which will for ever make 
sacred the story of the Indian Mutiny. I think you 
will be interested to know that Colonel Bonham, one 
of the few survivors of the siege of Lucknow, is present 
here among us to-day. Although he was wounded 
three times during the siege, I am glad to say he is 
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still fit and well, and was good enough to act as 
our guide when we were at Lucknow in December 
last. 

* * The New Year saw us in Calcutta, the capital 
of India, and the second largest city of the British 
Empire, where our reception was most cordial and 
sympathetic. Here I had the satisfaction of laying 
the foundation-stone of the Queen Victoria Memorial 
Hail, a great and national memorial, the inception 
of which is chiefly due to Lord Curzon, to be a 
treasure-house of relics and records of the life and 
reign of our late beloved Sovereign, whose memory 
is held in loving veneration by every race throughout 
the Continent of India. If time permitted, I should 
like to dwell upon Burma, so different, as it is, from 
India in the nature of its people and in its social 
characteristics ; to speak of the famous golden pagoda 
at Eangoon, of the interesting sights at Mandalay, 
and of three delightful days spent on the great Kiver 
Irrawiddy. Let us change the scene to Madras and 
its historic associations, so closely connected with the 
foundation of our Indian Empire. Let us pass thence 
through the hot plains of Southern India, journeying 
northwards through Benares, the metropolis of Hin- 
duism, with its sacred river and famous shrines, until 
at length we re-enter the region of frost and snows 
at Quetta, with its outpost at Chaman, another gate- 
way in that wild and mountainous district which 
constitutes our north-west frontier of India. Leaving 
Quetta, we retrace our steps through that triumph of 
engineering skill, the railroad through the Bolan Pass ; 
and, descending from an altitude of 5,500 feet, we 
pass through the burning plains of Sind and reach 
Karachi, the rapidly growing port of that province. 



8 PEOSE SELECTIONS 

And here we bid farewell to the country, where for 
many months w^e had found a second home and for 
whose people we shall preserve a lasting affection. • 
But these are mere first impressions. I am fully* 
aware how impossible it is to gain accurate and inti- 
mate knowledge of so vast a country by a visit of 
only four and a half months. Yet I would strongly 
suggest to those who are interested in the great ques- 
tions which surround the India of to-day to go there 
and learn as much as is possible by personal observa- 
tion on the spot. I cannot but think that every Briton 
who treads the soil of India is assisting towards a 
better understanding with the Mother Country, help- 
ing to break down prejudice, to dispel misapprehension, 
and to foster sympathy and brotherhood. Thus lie 
will not only strengthen the old ties, but create new 
ones, and so, please God, secure a better understanding 
and a closer union of hearts between the Mother^ 
Country and her Indian Empire. 



George Washington (1732-1799) 

FAKEWELL ADDKESS 


To the People of the United States. 

Friends and Fkdlow-Citizens, 

* 

The period for a new election of a Citizen, to 
-administer the executive government of the United 
States, being not far distant, and the time actually 
arrived, when your thoughts must be employed in 
-designating the person, who is to be clothed with that 
important trust, it appears to me proper, especially 
as it may conduce to a more distinct expression of 
the public voice, that I should now apprise you of the 
resolution I have formed, to decline being considered 
among the number of those, out of whom a choice is 
to be made. 

I beg you, at the same time, to do me the justice 
to be assured, that this resolution has not been taken, 
without a strict regard to all the considerations apper- 
taining to the relation, which binds a dutiful citizen 
to his country ; and that, in withdrawing the tender 
of service which silence in my situation might imply, 
I am influenced by no diminution of zeal for your 
future interest; no deficiency of grateful respect for 
your past kindness ; but am supported by a full con- 
viction that the step is compatible with both. 

The acceptance of, and continuance hitherto in 
the office to which your suffrages have twice called me, 

9 
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have b.een a uniform sacrifice of inclination to the 
opinion of duty, and to a deference for what appeared 
to be your desire. I constantly hoped, that it would 
have been much earlier in my power, consistently* 
with motives, which I was not at liberty to disregard, 
to return to that retirement, from which I had been 
reluctantly drawn. The strength of my inclination to 
do this, previous to the last election, had even led 
to the preparation of an address to declare it to you ; 
but mature reflection on the then perplexed and criti- 
cal posture of our ;ifiairs with foreign nations, and 
the unanimous advice of persons entitled to my con- 
fidence, impelled me to abandon the idea. 

I rejoice, that the state of your concerns, external 
as well as internal, no longer renders the pursuit of 
inclination incompatible with the sentiment of duty, 
or propriety; and am persuaded whatever partiality 
may be retained for my services, that in the present 
circumstances of our country, you will not disapprove 
my determination to retire. 

The impressions with which I first undertook the 
arduous trust, were explained on the proper occasion. 
In the discharge of this trust, I will only say, that 
I have with good intentions, contributed towards the 
organization and administration of the government, 
the best exertions of which a very fallible judgment 
was capable. Not unconscious, in the outset, of the 
inferiority of my qualifications, experience in my own 
eyes, perhaps still more in the eyes of others, has 
strengthened the motives to diffidence of myself ; and 
every day the increasing weight of years admonishes 
me more and more, that the shade of retirement is 
as necessary to me as it will be welcome. Satisfied 
that if any circumstances have given peculiar value 
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to my services, they were temporary, I have the con- 
solation to believe, that while choice and prudence 
^invite me to quit the political scene, patriotism does 
not forbid it. 

In looking forward to the moment, which is in- 
tended to terminate the career of my public life, my 
feelings do not permit me to suspend the deep 
acknowledgment of that debt of gratitude which I 
owe to my beloved country, for the many honours it 
has conferred upon me ; still more for the stedfast 
confidence with which it has supported me; and for 
the opportunities I have thence enjoyed of manifesting 
my inviolable attachment, by services faithful and 
persevering, though in usefulness unequal to my zeal. 
If benefits have resulted to our country from these 
services, let it always be remembered to your praise, 
and as an instructive example in our annals, that 
under circumstances in which the passions, agitated 
in every direction, were liable to mislead, amidst ap- 
pearances sometimes dubious, — vicissitudes of fortune 
often discouraging, — in situations in which not unfre- 
quently want of success has countenanced the spirit of 
criticism — the constancy of your support was the 
essential prop of the efforts, and a guarantee of the 
plans by which they were effected. — Profoundly pene- 
trated with this idea, I shall carry it with me to my 
grave, as a strong incitement to unceasing vows that 
Heaven may continue to you the choicest tokens of 
its beneficence — that your union and brotherly affection 
may be perpetual — that the free constitution, which is 
the work of your hands, may be sacredly maintained — 
that its administration in every department may be 
stamped with wisdom and virtue — ^that, in fine, the 
happiness of the people of these States, under the 
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auspices of liberty, may be made complete, by so care- 
ful a preservation and so prudent a use of this blessing 
as will acquire to them the glory of recommending it 
to the applause, the affection and adoption of every 
nation which is yet a stranger to it. 

Here, perhaps, I ought* to stop. But a solicitude 
for your welfare, which cannot end but with my life, 
and the apprehension of danger, natural to that solici- 
tude, urge me on an occasion like the present, to offer 
to your solemn contemplation, and to recommend to 
your frequent review, some sentiments, which are the 
result of much reflection, of no inconsiderable observa- 
tion, and which appear to me all important to the per- 
manency of your felicity as a People. These will be 
‘Offered to you with the more freedom, as you can only 
see in them the disinterested warnings of a parting 
friend, who can possibly have no personal motive to 
bias his counsel. Nor can I forget, as an encourage- 
ment to it, your indulgent reception of my sentiments 
^on a former and not dissimilar occasion. 

Interwoven as is the love of liberty with every 
ligament of your hearts, no recommendation of mine 
is necessary to fortify or confirm the attachment. 

The Unity of Government which constitutes you 
one people, is also now dear to you. It is justly so ; 
for it is a main pillar in the edifice of your real 
independence, the support of your tranquillity at home, 
your peace abroad ; of your safety ; of your prosperity ; 
of that very Liberty which you so highly prize. But 
as it is easy to foresee, that from different cause s and 
from different quarters, much pains will be taken, 
many artifices employed, to weaken in your minds the 
oonviction of this truth ; as this is the point in your 
political fortress against which the batteries of internal 
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and external enemies will be most constantly and 
actively (though often covertly and insidiously) direct* 
ed, it is of infinite moment, that you should properly 
estimate the immense value of your national Union, 
to your collective and individual happiness ; that you 
should cherish a cordial, habitual and immoveable 
attachment to it ; accustoming yourselves to think and 
speak of it as of the Palladium of your political safety 
and prosperity ; watching for its preservation with 
jealous anxiety : discount t'lianeing whatever may sug- 
gest even a suspicion that it can in any event be» 
abandoned ; and indignantly frovming upon the first 
dawning of every attempt to alienate any portion of 
our country from the rest, or to enfeeble the sacred 
ties which now link together the various parts. 

For tins you have every inducement of sympathy 
and interest. Citizens by birth or choice, of a com- 
mon country, that country has a right to concentrate 
your affections. The name of AMETITCAN, which be- 
longs to yon, ill your national capacity, must always 
exalt the just pride of Patriotism, more than any 
appellation derived from local discriminations. With 
slight shades of difference, you have the same religion, 
manners, habits and political principles. You have in 
a common cause fought and triumphed together; the 
Independence and Liberty you possess are the work of 
joint councils, and joint efforts, of common dangers, 
sufferings and successes. 

But these considerations, however powerfully they 
address themselves to your sensibility, are greatly 
outweighed by those which apply more immediately 
to your interest. — Here every portion of our country 
finds the most commanding motives for carefully 
guarding and preserving the Union of the whole. The 
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North, in an unrestrained intercourse with the South, 
protected by the equal laws of a common government, 
finds in the productions of the latter, great additional 
resources of maritime and commercial enterprise and 
precious materials of manufacturing industry.— The 
South in the same intercourse, benefiting by the 
'Agency of the North, sees its agriculture grow and its 
commerce expand. Turning partly into its own 
channels the seamen of the North, it finds its particular 
navigation invigorated ; — and while it contributes, in 
different ways, to nourish and increase the general 
mass of the national navigation, it looks forward to 
the protection of a maritime strength, to which itself 
is unequally adapted. — The East, in a like intercourse 
with the West, already finds, and in the progressive 
improvement of interior communications, by land and 
water, will more and more find a valuable vent for 
the commodities which it brings from abroad, or manu- 
factures at home. — The West derives from the East 
supplies requisite to its growth and comfort — and what 
is perhaps of still greater consequence, it must of 
necessity own the secure enjoyment of indispensable 
outlets for its own productions to the weight, influence, 
and the future maritime strength of the Atlantic side 
of the Union, directed by an indissoluble community 
of interest as one nation. — Any other tenure by which 
the West can hold this essential advantage, whether 
derived from its own separate strength, or from an 
apostate and unnatural connection with any foreign 
power, must be intrinsically precarious. 

While then every part of our country thus feels 
an immediate and particular interest in Union, all 
the parts combined cannot fail to find in the united 
mass of means and efforts greater strength, greater 
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resource, proportionably greater security from external 
danger, a less frequent interruption of their peace by 
foreign nations ; — and what is of inestimable value ! 
they must derive from Union an exemption from those 
broils and wars between themselves, which so fre- 
quently afflict neighbouring countries, not tied to- 
gether by the same government ; which their own 
rivalships alone would be sufficient to produce, but 
which opposite foreign alliances, attachments and 
intrigues would stimulate and imbitter. — Hence like- 
wise they will avoid the necessity of those overgrown 
military establishments, which under any form of gov- 
ernment are inauspicious to liberty, and which are to 
be regarded as particularly hostile to Eepublican 
Liberty. In this sense it is, that your Union ought 
to be considered as a main prop of your liberty, and 
that the love of the one ought to endear to you the 
preservation of the other. 

These considerations speak a persuasive language 
to every reflecting «nnd virtuous mind, and exhibit the 
continuance of the UNION as a primary object of 
Patriotic desire. — ^Is there a doubt, whether a com- 
mon government can embrace so larger a sphere? — 
Let experience solve it. To listen to mere specula- 
tion in such a case were criminal. We are authorized 
to hope that a proper organization of the whole, with 
the auxiliary agency of governments for the respec- 
tive subdivisions, will afford a happy issue to the ex- 
periment. 'Tis well worth a fair and full experiment. 
With such powerful and obvious motives to Union, 
affecting all parts of our country, while experience shall 
not have demonstrated its impracticability, there will 
always be reason to distrust the patriotism of those, 
who in any quarter may endeavour to weaken its bands. 
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In conti mplatin^ the causes which may disturb 
our Union, it occurs as matter of serious concern, 
that any ground should have been furnished for 
characterising parties by Geographical discriminatiojSLs 
— Northern and Southern — Atlantic and Western 
whence designing men may endeavour to excite a 
belief that there is a real difference of local interests 
and views. One of the expedients of party to acquire 
influence, within particular districts, is to misrepresent 
the opinions and aims of other districts. You cannot 
shield yourselves too much against the jealousies and- 
heart burnings which spring from these misrepresen- 
tations: they tend to render alien to each other those 
who ought to be bound together by fraternal affec- 
tion. The inhabitants of our western country have 
lately had a useful lesson on this head : they have 
seen, in the negociation by the Executive, and in the 
unanimous ratification by the Senate, of the treaty 
with Spain, and in the universal satisfaction at that 
event, throughout the United States, a decisive proof 
how unfounded were the suspicions propagated 
among them of a policy in the General Government 
and in the Atlantic States unfriendly to their interests 
in rogard to the MISSISSIPPI : they have been 
witnesses to the formation of two treaties, that with 
Great Britain and that with Spain, which secure to 
them everything they could desire, in respect to our 
foreign relations, towards confirming their prosperity. 
Will it not be their wisdom to rely for the preservation 
of these advantages on the UNION by which 
they were procured? Will they not henceforth be 
deaf to those advisers, if such there are, who would 
sever them from their Brethren and connect them^ 
with aliens? 
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To the efi&cacy and permanency of your Union, 
a government for the whole is indispensable. — No 
alliances, however strict, between the parts can be 
an, adequate substitute; they must inevitably ex- 
perience the infractions and interruptions which all 
alliances in all times have experienced. Sensible of 
this momentous truth, you have improved upon your 
first essay, by the adoption of a Constitution of 
Government better calculated than your former for 
an intimate Union, and for the efficacious manage- 
ment of your common concerns. This Government, 
the offspring of our own choice, uninfluenced and 
unawed, adopted upon full investigation and mature 
deliberation, completely free in its principles, in the 
distribution of its powers, uniting security with 
energy, and containing within itself a provision for 
its own amendment, has a just claim to your con- 
fidence and your support. Eespect for its authority, 
compliance with its laws, acquiescence in its measures, 
are duties enjoined by the fundamental maxims of 
true Liberty. The basis of our political systems is 
the right of the people to make and to alter their 
Constitutions of Government. — But, the Constitution 
which at any time exists, 'till changed by an explicit 
and authentic act of the whole people, is sacredly 
obligatory upon all. The very idea of the power and 
the right of the people to establish government pre- 
supposes the duty of every individual to obey the 
established Government. 

All obstructions to the execution of the Laws, 
all combinations and associations, under whatever 
plausible character, with the real design to direct, 
controul, counteract, or awe the regular deliberation 
and action of the constituted authorities, are 
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desiructivc of ihis funflanient;ii principle, and of fatal 
tendency. They serve to organize faction, to give 
it an artificial and extraordinary force — to put in^the 
place of the delegated will of the nation, the will of 
a party, often a small but artful and enterprizing 
minority of the community ; and, according to the 
alternate triumphs of different parties, to make the 
public administration the mirror of the ill concerted 
and incongruous projects of faction, rather than th(*, 
organ of consistent and wholesome plans digested by 
common councils, and modified by mutual interests. 
However combinations or associations of the above 
description may now and then answer popular ends, 
they are like]\ in the course of time and things 
to become potent engines, by which cunning, 
ambitious and unprincipled men will be enabled to 
subvert the power of the people, and to usurp for 
themselves the reins of government ; destroying after- 
wards the very engines which ha.V(‘ lifted them to 
unjust dominion. 

Towards the preservation of your government, and 
the permanency of your present happy state, it is 
requisite, not only that you speedily discounten:me(‘. 
irregular oppositions to its acknowledged authority, 
but also that you resist with care the spirit of in- 
novation upon its principles however specious the 
pretexts. — One method of assault may be to effect in 
the forms of the constitution alterations which will 
impair the energy of the system, and thus to under- 
mine what cannot be directly overthrown. In all the 
changes to which you may be invited, remember that 
time and habit are at least as necessary to fix the true 
character of governments, as of other human institu- 
tions — that experience is the surest standard, by which 
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to test the real tendency of the existing constitution 
of a country — that facility in changes upon the credit 
of mere hypothesis and opinion, exposes to perpetual 
change, from the endless variety of hypothesis and 
opinion; and remember, especially, that for the effi- 
cit'iit nianngf'ment of your comnioii interests, in a 
country so extensive as ours, a government of as much 
vigour as is consistent with the perfect security of 
liberty, is indispensable. Liberty itself will find in 
such a government, with powers properly distributed 
and adjusted, its surest guardian. It is, indeed, little 
else than a name, where the government is too feeble 
to withstand the enterprises of faction, to confine each 
member of the society within the limits prescribed by 
the laws, and to maintain all in the secure and tran- 
quil enjoyment of the rights of person and property. 

I have already intimated to you, the danger of 
parties in the state, with particular reference to the 
founding of them on geographical discriminations. 
Let me now take a more comprehensive view, and 
warn you in the most solemn manner against the 
baneful effects of the spirit of party, generally. 

This spirit^ unfortunately, is inseparable from our 
nature, having its root in the strongest passions of 
the human mind. — It exists under different shapes in 
all governments, more or less stifled, controuled, or 
repressed ; but in those of the popular form, it is seen 
in its greatest rankness and is truly their worst enemy. 

The alternate domination of , one faction over 
another, sha}q)ened by the spirit of revenge, natural 
to party dissention, which in different ages and 
countries has perpetrated the most horrid enormities, 
is itself a frightful despotism. — But this leads at 
length to a more formal and permanent despotism. — 
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The disorders and miseries, which result, graduaDy 
incline the minds of men to seek security and repose 
in the absolute power of an individual: and sooner 
or later the chief of some prevailing faction more, able 
or more fortunate than his competitors, turns this 
disposition to the purposes of his own elevation, on 
the ruins of Public Liberty. 

Without looking forward to an extremity of this 
kind (which nevertheless ought not to be entirely out 
of sight) the common and continual mischiefs of the 
spirit of party are sufficient to make it the interest 
and duty of a wise People to discourage and restrain it. 

It serves always to distract the Public Councils 
and enfeeble the Public Administration. It agitates 
the Community with ill founded jealousies and false 
alarms ; kindles the animosity of one part against 
another, foments occasionally riot and insurrection. 
It opens the door to foreign influence and corruption, 
which find a facilitated access to the government itself 
through the channels of party passions. Thus the 
policy and the will of one country are subjected to the 
policy and will of another. 

There is an opinion that parties in free countries 
are useful checks upon the administration of the 
Government, and serve to keep alive the spirit of 
Liberty. This within certain limits is probably true ; 
and in Governments of a Monarchical cast. Patriotism 
may look with indulgence, if not with favour upon 
the spirit of party. But in those of the popular 
character, in Governments purely elective, it is a spirit 
not to be encouraged. From their natural tendency, 
it is certain there will always be enough of that spirit 
for every salutary purpose. .And there being constant 
danger of excess, the effort ought to be, by force of 
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public opinion, to mitigate and assuage it. A fire 
not to be quenched; it demands a uniform vigilance 
to prevent its bursting into flame, lest, instead of 
warming it should consume." 

It is important likewise, that the habits of think- 
ing in a free country, should inspire caution, in those 
entrusted with its administration, to confine themselves 
within their respective constitutional spheres, avoiding 
in the exercise of the powers of one department to 
encroach upon another. The spirit of encroachment 
tends to consolidate the powers of all the departments 
in one, and thus to create, whatever the form of 
government, a real despotism. A just estimate of that 
love of power, and proneness to abuse it, which pre- 
dominates in the human heart, is sufficient to satisfy 
us of the truth of this position. The necessity of 
reciprocal checks in the exercise of political power; 
by dividing and distributing it into different deposi- 
tories, and constituting each the Guardian of the 
Public Weal against invasions by the others, has been 
evinced by experiments ancient and modern: some of 
them in our country and under our own eyes. To 
preserve them must be as necessary as to institute 
them. If, in the opinion of the People, the distribu- 
tion or modification of the constitutional powers be in 
any particular wrong, let it be corrected by an amend- 
ment in the way which the constitution designates. — 
But let there be no change by usurpation ; for though 
this, in one instance, may be the instrument of good, 
it is the customary weapon by which free 
governments are destroyed. — The precedent must 
always greatly overbalance in permanent evil any 
partial or transient benefit which the use can at 
any time yield. 
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Of all tlic dispositions and habits which lead to 
political prosperity, Eeligion and Morality are indis- 
pensable supports. — In vain would that man cl^im 
the tribute of Patriotism, who should labour to ‘Sub- 
vert these great pillars of human happiness, these 
firmest props of the duties of Men and Citizens. — 
The mere Politician, equally with the pious man ought 
to respect and to cherish them. — A volume could not 
trace all their connections with private and public 
felicity. Let it simply be asked where is the security 
for property, ’for reputation, for life, if the sense of 
religious obligation desert the oaths, which are the 
instruments of investigation in Courts of Justice? 
'And let us with caution indulge the supposition, that 
morality can be maintained without religion. What- 
ever may be conceded to the influence of refined edu- 
cation on minds of peculiar structure ; iseason and 
experience both forbid us to expect that national 
morality can prevail in exclusion of religious principle. 

'Tis substantially true, that virtue or morality is a 
necessary spring of popular government. The rule- 
indeed extends with more or less force to every species 
of free government. Who that is a sincere friend to 
it can look wdth indifference upon attempts to shake 
the foundation of the fabric? 

Promote, then, as an object of primary import- 
ance, institutions for the general diffusion of know- 
ledge. — In proportion as the structure of a government 
gives force to public opinion, it is essential that public 
o]>inion should be enlightened. 

As a very important source of strength and 
security cherish public credit. One method of pre- 
serving it is to use it as sparingly as possible ; avoid* 
ing occasions of expence by cultivating peace, but re-. 
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memberin" nlso that timely; disbursements to prepare 
for ‘danger frequently prevent much greater disburse- 
ments to repel it; avoiding likewise the accumulation 
of A(^t, not only by shunning occasions of expence, 
but by vigorous exertions in time of peace to discharge 
the debts which unavoidable wars may have occasion- 
ed, not ungenerously throwing upon posterity the 
burthen which we ourselves ought to bear. — The exe- 
cution of these maxims belongs to your representa- 
tives, but it is necessary that public opinion should 
co-operate. — To facilitate to them the performance of 
their duty, it is essential that you should practically 
bear in mind, that towards the payment of debts 
there must be Kevenue ; that to have Eevenue there 
must be taxes; that no taxes can be devised which 
are not more or less inconvenient and unpleasant ; that 
the intrinsic embarrassment inseparable from the selec- 
tion of the proper objects (which is always fi choice of 
difficulties) ought to be a decisive motive for a candid 
construction of the conduct of the government in 
making it, and for a spirit of acquiescence in the mea- 
sures for obtaining Kevenue which the public exigen- 
cies may at any time dictate. 

Observe good faith and justice lowards all Nations, 
cultivate peace and harmony with all ; Religion and 
Morality enjoin this conduct ; and can it be that good 
policy does not equally enjoin it? It will be worthy 
of a free, enlightened, and, at no distant pemiod, a 
great Nation, to give to mankind the magnanimous 
and too novel example of a people always guided by 
an exalted justice and benevolence. Who can doubt 
that in the course of time and things the fruits of such 
a plan would richly repay any temporary advantages 
which might be lost by a steady adherence to it ? Can 
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it be that Providence has not connected the perman- 
ent felicity of a Nation with its Virtue? The experi- 
ment, at least, is recommended by every sentiment 
which ennobles human nature. Alas ! is it rend|^.fed 
impossible by its vices? 

In the execution of such a plan, nothing is more 
essential than that permanent, inveterate antipathies 
against particular Nations, and passionate attach- 
ments for others should be excluded ; and that in place 
of them just and amicable feelings towards all should 
be cultivated. The Nation, which indulges towards 
another an habitual hatred, or an habitual fondness, 
is in some degree a slave. It is a slave to its animo- 
sity or to its affection, either of which is sufficient to 
lead it astray from its duty and its interest. Anti- 
pathy in one nation against another disposes each more 
readily to offer insult and injury, to lay hold of slight 
causes of umbrage, and to be haughty and intractable, 
when accidental or trifling occasions of dispute occur. 
Hence frequent collisions, obstinate, envenomed and 
bloody contests. The Nation, prompted by ill will 
and resentment, sometimes impels to war the Govern- 
ment, contrary to t^ best calculations of policy. The 
Government sometimes participates in the national 
propensity, and adopts through passion what reason 
would reject; at other times, it makes the animosityj 
of the nation subservient to projects of hostility insti- 
gated by pride, ambition and other sinister and perni- 
cious motives. The peace often, sometimes perhaps 
the liberty, of Nations has been the victim. 

So likewise, a passionate attachment of one 
Nation for another produces a variety of evils. Sym- 
pathy for the favourite Nation, facilitating the illu- 
sion of an imaginary common interest, in cases where 
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no real common interest exists, and infusing into one 
the enmities of the other, betrays the former into a 
participation in the quarrels and wars of the latter, 
*\o^hout adequate inducement or justification. It 
leads also to concessions to the favourite Nation of 
privileges denied to others, which is apt doubly to 
injure the Nation making the concessions; by unne- 
cessarily parting with what ought to have been re- 
tained ; and by exciting jealousy, ill will, and a dis- 
position to retaliate, in the parties from whom equal 
privileges are withheld. And it gives to ambitious, 
corrupted, or deluded citizens (who devote them- 
selves,, .to the •favourite nation) facility to betray, 
Dr sacrifice the interests of their own country, without 
odium, sometimes even with popularity ; gilding with 
the appearances of a virtuous sense of obligation a 
commendable deference for public opinion, or a 
laudable zeal for public good, the base or foolish 
« compliances of ambition, corruption or infatuation. 

As avenues to foreign influence in innumerable 
ways, such attachments are particularly alteirming to 
the truly enlightened and independent Patriot. How 
many opportunities do they afford to tamper with 
domestic factions, to practice the arts of seduction, to 
mislead public opinion, to influence or awe the Public 
Councils ! Such an attachment of a small or weak, 
towards a great and powerful nation, dooms the former 
to be the satellite of the latter. 

Against the insidious wiles of foreign influence 
(I conjure you to believe me, fellow-citizens) the 
Jealousy of a free people ought to be constantly 
awake ; since history and experience prove that 
foreign influence is one of the most baneful foes of 
Bepublican Government. But that jealousy to be 
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useful must be impartial ; else it becomes the instru- 
ment of the very influence to be avoided, instead of 
a defence against it. — Excessive partiality for one 
foreign nation, and excessive dislike of another, caugfe 
those whom they actuate to see danger only on "One 
side, and serve to veil and even second the arts of 
influence on the other. — Beal patriots, who may resist 
the intrigues of the favourite, are liable to become 
suspected and odious ; while its tools and dupes usurp 
the applauses and confidence of the people, to sur- 
render their interests. 

The great rule of conduct for us, in regard to 
foreign nations, is in extending our ccynmercial rela- 
tions, to have with them as little political connection 
as |u.)ssil.)l('. So far as wv have already fonned 
engagements, let them be fulfilled with perfect good 
faith. — Here let us stop. 

Europe has a set of primary interests, which to us- 
have none, or a very remote relation. Hence she 
must be engaged in frequent controversies, the causes 
of which are essentially foreign to our concerns. 
Hence, therefore, it must be unwise in us to implicate 
ourselves, by artificial ties, in the ordinary vicissitudes- 
of her politics, or the ordinary combinations apd 
collisions of her friendships, or enmities. 

Our detached and distant situation invites and 
enables us to pursue a different course. If v»’o remain 
one people, under an eflScient government, the period 
is not far off, when we may defy mateqal injury 
from external annoyance; w^hen we may take such 
an attitude as will cause the neutrality, we may at 
any time resolve upon, to be scrupulously respected ; 
when belligerent nations, under the impossibility of 
making acquisitions upon us, will not lightly hazard 
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the giving us provocation ; when we nnay choose 
pence or war, as our interest, guided by justice, shall 
counsel. 

Why forego the advantages of so peculiar a 
sitiuSipn? Why quit our own to stand upon foreign 
ground? Why, by interweaving our destiny with 
that of any part of Europe, entangle oui* peace and 
prosperity in the toils of European ambition, rivalship, 
interest, humour or caprice? 

'T is our true policy to steer clear of permanent 
alliances, with any portion of the foreign wnrld ; so 
far, I mean, as we are now at liberty to do it ; for 
let uic not be understood as capable of patronising 
infidelity to existing engagements. I hold the maxim 
no less applicable to public than to private affairs, 
that honesty is always the best policy. I repeat it, 
therefore, let those engagements be observed in their 
genuine sense. But in my opinion, it is unnecessary 
and would be unwise to extend them. 

Taking care always to keep ourselves, by suitable 
establishments, on a respectable defensive posture, we 
may safely trust to temporary alliances for extraordi- 
nary emergencies.' 

Harmony, liberal intercourse with all nations, are 
recommended by policy, humanity, and interest. But 
even our commercial policy should hold an equal and 
impartial hand ; neither seeking nor granting exclusive 
favours or preferences ; consulting the natural course 
of things ; diffusing nnd diversifying by gentle means 
the streams of commerce, but forcing nothing; estab- 
lishing, with powers so disposed — in order to give 
trade a stable course, to define the rights of our 
merchants, and to enable the government to support 
them — conventional rules of intercourse, the best that 
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present circumstances and mutual opinion will permit, 
but temporary, and liable to be from time to time 
abandoned or varied, as experience and circumstance^ 
shall dictate; constantly keeping in view, that *t 
folly in one nation to look for disinterested favours 
from another ; that it must pay with a portion of its 
independence for whatever it may accept under that 
character; that by such acceptance, it may place itself 
in the condition of having given equivalents for 
nominal favours, and yet of being reproached with 
ingratitude for not giving more. There can be no 
greater error than to expect, or calculate upon real 
favours from nation to nation. 'T is an illusion which 
experience must cure, which a just pride ought to 
discard. 

In offering to you, my countryrnen, these counsels 
of an old and affectionate friend, I dare not hope they 
will make the strong and lasting impression I could 
wish ; that they will controul the usual current of the 
passions, or prevent our nation from running the 
course which has hitherto marked the destiny of 
nations. But if I may even flatter myself, that they 
may be productive of some partial benefit, some 
occasional good ; that they may now and then recur 
to moderate the fury of party spirit, to warn against 
the mischiefs of foreign intrigue, to guard against the 
impostures of pretended patriotism; this hope will be 
a full recompence for the solicitude for your welfare, 
by which they have been dictated. 

How far in the discharge of my official duties, I 
have been guided by the principles v/hich have been 
delineated, the public records and other evidences of 
my conduct must witness to you and to the ★orld. 
To myself, the assurance of my own conscience is, 
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that I have at least believed myself to be guided by 
them. 

In relation to the still subsisting war in Europe 
^Proclamation of the 22nd April 1793 is the index 
to rlW Plan. Sanctioned by your approving voice and 
by that of your Eepresentatives in both Houses of 
Congress, the spirit of that measure has continually 
governed me ; uninfluenced by any attempts to deter 
or divert me from it. 

After deliberate examination with the aid of the 
best lights I could obtain, I was well satisfied that our 
country, under all the circumstances of the case, had 
a right to take and was bound in duty and interest, 
to take a neutral position. Having taken it, I deter- 
mined, as far as should depend upon me, to maintain 
it, with moderation, perseverance and firmness. 

The considerations which respect the right to hold 
this conduct, it is not necessary on the occasion to 
detail. I will only observe, that according to my 
understanding of the matter, that right, so far from 
being denied by any of the Belligerent Powers, has- 
been virtually admitted by all. 

The duty of holding a neutral conduct may be 
inferred, without anything more, from the obligation 
which justice and humanity impose on every nation, 
in eases in which it is free to act, to maintain 
inwiclate the relations of peace and amity towards 
other nations. 

The inducements of interest for observing that con- 
duct will best be referred to your own reflections and 
experience. With me, a predominant motive has been 
to endeavour to gain time to our country to settle and 
mature its yet recent institutions, and to progress 
without interruption, to that degree of strength and' 
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consistency, which is necessary to give it, humanly 
speaking, the command of its own fortunes. 

Though in reviewing the incidents of my admini- 
stration, I am unconscious of intentional error : I 
nevertheless too sensible of my defects not to ttv:^ it 
probable that I may have committed many errors. 
Whatever they may be I fervently beseech the 
Almighty to avert or mitigate the evils to which they 
may tend. 1 shall also carry with me the hope that 
any ,. Country will never cease to view them with indul- 
gence ; and that after forty-five years of my life 
•dedicated to its service, with an upright zeal, the 
faults of incompetent abilities will be consigned to 
oblivion, as myself must soon be to the mansions of 
rest. 

Belying on its kindness in this as in other things, 
.and actuated by that fervent love towards it, which is 
so natural to a man, who views in it the native soil of 
himsedf and his progenitors for several generations; 
T anticipate with pleasing expectation that retreat, in 
which I promise myself to realize, without alloy, the 
sweet enjoyment of partaking, in the midst of my 
fellow citizens, the benign influence of good laws 
under a free government — the ever favourite .object 
of my heart, and the happy reward, as I trust, of our 
mutual cares labours and dangers. 



William Paley ( 1743-1805 > 

HAPPINESS 


The word happy is a relative term ; that is, when 
we call a man happ3% we mean that he is happier 
than some others with whom we compare him, than 
the generality of others, or than )ie himself was in 
some other situation: — thus, speaking of one who has 
just compassed the object of a long pursuit, ‘ Now/ 
we say, ‘ he is happy/ And in ji like comparative 
sense, compared, that is, with the general lot of man- 
kind, we call a man happy who possesses health and 
competency. 

In strictness, any condition may be denominated 
happy, in which the aivramt or aggregate of pleasu>'e 
exceeds that of pain ; and the degree of happiness 
depends upon the quantity of this excess. 

And the greatest quantity of it ordinarily attain- 
able in human life is wbat we>mean by happiness, 
when we inquire or pronounce what human happiness 
consists in. 

In which inquiry I will omit much usual d?c*lama- 
tion on the dignit}^ .‘md capacity of our nature ; the 
superiority of the soul to the body, of the rational to 
the animal part of our constitution ; upon the worthi- 
ness, refinement, and delicacy of some satisfactions, or 
the meanness, grossness, and sensuality of others ; — 
because I hold that pleasures differ in nothing but in 
continuance and intensity; from a just computation 
of which, confirmed by what we observe of the 
apparent cheerfulness, tranquillity^ and contentment 
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of men of different tastes, tempers, stations, and 
pursuits, every question concerning human happiness 
must receive its decision. 

It will be our business to show, if we can — 

I. What human happiness does not cons4t in ; 

II. What it does consist in. 

I. First, then, happiness does not consist in the 

pleasures of sense, in whatever profusion or variety 
they be enjoyed. By the pleasures of sense I mean 
as well the animal gratifications of eating, drinking, 
and that by which the species is continued ; as the 
more refined pleasures of music, painting, architec- 
ture, gardening, splendid shows, theatric exhibitions ; 
and the pleasures, lastly, of active sports, — as of 
hunting, shooting, fishing, etc. For, — 

1. These pleasures continue but a little while at 
a time. This is true of them all, especially of the 
grosser sort of them. Laying aside the preparation 
and the expectation, and computing strictly the 
actual sensation, we shall be surprised to find how 
inconsiderable a portion of our time they occupy — 
how few' hours in the four- and -tw^enty they are able 
to fill up. 

2. These pleasures, by repetition, lose their 
relish. It is a property of the machine, for w^hich we 
know no remedy, that the organs by which we perceive 
pleasure are blunted and benumbed by being frequent- 
ly exercised in the same w'ay. There is hardly any 
one who has not found the difference betw'een a gratifi- 
cation when new' and when familiar ; or any pleasure 
which does not become indifferent as it grow's habitual. 

3. The eagerness for high and intense delights 
takes away the relish from all others; and as such 
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delights fall rarely in our way, the greater part of 
our time becomes from this cause empty and uneasy. 

There is hardly any delusion by which men are 
^Bi^er sufferers in their happiness than by their 
fexpec^g too much from what is called pleasure ; 
that is, from those intense delights which vulgarly 
engross the name of pleasure. ^ The very expectation 
spoils them. When they do come, we arc often 
engaged in taking pains to persuade ourselves how 
much we are pleased, rather than enjoying any 
pleasure which springs naturally out of the object. 
And whenever we depend upon being vastly delighted, 
we always go home secretly grieved at missing our 
aim. Likewise, as has been observed just now, when 
this humour of being prodigiously delighted has once 
taken hold of the imagination, it hinders us from 
providing for, or acquiescing in, those gently soothing 
engagements, the due variety and succession of which 
are the only things that supply a vein or continued 
stteam of happiness. 

What I have been able to observe of that part 
of mankind whose professed pursuit is pleasure, and 
who are withheld in the pursuit by no restraints 
of fortune or scruples of conscience, corresponds 
sufficiently with this account. I have commonly 
remarked in such men a restless and inextinguishable 
passion for variety ; a great part of their time to be 
vacant, and so much of it irksome ; and that, with 
whatever eagerness and expectation they set out, 
they become by degrees fastidious in their choice of 
pleasure, languid in the enjoyment, yet miserable 
under the want of it. 

The truth seems to be, that there is a limit at 
which these pleasures soon arrive, and from which 
3 
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they ever afterwards decline. They are by necessity 
of short duration, as the organs cannot hold on 
their emotions beyond a certain length of timg.; 
and if you endeavour to compensate for this 
fection in their nature by the frequency witht^much 
you repeat them, you suffer more than you gain ; by 
the fatigue of the faculties and the diminution of 
sensibility. 

We have said nothing in this account of the loss 
of opportunities, or the decay of faculties ; which, 
whenever they happen, leave the voluptuary destitute 
and desperate — teased by desires that can never be 
gratified, and the memory of pleasures which must 
return no more. 

It will also be allowed by those who have ex- 
periencc'd it, and perhaps by those alone, that pleasure 
which is purchased by the incumbrance of our 
fortune is purchased too dear ; the pleasure never 
compensating for the perpetual irritation of embarrass- 
ed eireumstanees. 

These pleasures, after all, have their value; and 
as the young are always too eager in their pursuit 
of them, the old are sometimes too remiss; that is, 
too studious of their ease to be at the pains for them 
which they really deserve. 

Secondly, Neither does happiness consist in an 
exemption from pain, labour, care, business, suspense, 
molestation, and ‘ those evils which are without ’ ; 
such a state being usually attended not with ease, 
but w'ith depression of spirits, a tastelessness in all 
our ideas, imaginary anxieties, and the whole jjrain 
of hypochondriacal affections. 

For which reason the expectations of those who 
retire from their shops and counting-houses, to enjoy 
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the remainder of their days in leisure and tranquillity, 
are seldom answered by the effect ; much less of such 

S fit of chagrin, shut themselves up in cloisters 
mi t ages, or quit the world and their stations 
solitude and repose. 

Where there exists a known external cause of 
uneasiness, the cause may be removed, and the 
uneasiness will cease ; but those imaginary distresses 
which men feel for want of real ones (and which are 
equally tormenting, and so far equally real), as they 
depend upon no single or assignable subject of un- 
easiness, admit oftentimes of no application or relief. 

Hence a moderate pain, upon which the attention 
may fasten and spend itself, is to many a refreshment ; 
as a fit of the gout will sometimes cure the spleen. 
And the same of any less violent agitation of the 
mind ; as a literary controversy, a law-suit, a contested 
election, and, above all, gaming — the passion for 
which, in men of fortune and liberal minds, is only 
to be accounted for on this principle. 

Thirdly, Neither does happiness consist in great- 
ness, rank, or elevated station. 

Were it true that all superiority afforded pleasure, 
it would follow that by how much we were the 
greater — that is, the more persons we were superior 
to — in the same proportion, so far as depended upon 
this cause, we should be the happier; but so it is, 
that no superiority yields any satisfaction, save that 
which we possess or obtain over those wdth whom 
we immediately compare ourselves. The shepherd 
perceives no pleasure in his superiority over his dog; 
the farmer, in his superiority over the shepherd ; 
the lord, in his superiority over the farmer; nor the 
king, lastly, in his superiority over the lord. 
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Superiority, where there is no competition, is seldom 
contemplated — what most men are quite uncon- 
scious of. 

But if the same shepherd can run, dt) 

wrestle better than the peasants of his vili^e ; if 
the farmer can show better cattle, if he keeps a 
better horse, or be supposed to have a longer purse, 
than any farmer in the hundred ; if the lord have 
more interest in an election, greater favour at court, 
a better house or larger estate than any nobleman in 
the county ; if the king possess a more extensive 
territory, a more powerful fleet or army, a more 
splendid establishment, more loyal subjects, or more 
weight and authority in adjusting the affairs of 
nations, than any prince in Europe — in all these 
cases the parties feel an actual satisfaction in their 
superiority. 

Now the conclusion that follows from hence is 
this, — that the pleasures of ambition, which are 
supposed to be peculiar to high stations, are in 
reality common to all conditions. The farrier who 
shoes a horse better, and who is in greater request 
for his skill, than any man within ten miles of him, 
possesses, for all that I can see, the delight of dis- 
tinction and of excelling, as truly and substantially 
as the statesman, the soldier, and the scholar, who 
have filled Europe with the reputation of their 
wisdom, their valour, or their knowledge. 

No superiority appears to be of any account but 
superiority over a rival. This, it is manifest, may 
exist wherever rivalships do; and rivalships fall out 
amongst men of all ranks and degrees. The object 
of emulation, the dignity or magnitude of this object, 
makes no difference ; as it is not what either possesses 
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that constitutes the pleasure, but what one possesses 
more "than the other. 

S osophy smiles at the contempt with which 
and great speak of the petty strifes and 
ions of the poor; not rejecting that these 
strifes and competitions are just as reasonable as their 
own, and the pleasure which success affords the same. 

Our position is, that happiness does not consist 
in greatness. And this position w'e make out by 
showing that even what are supposed to be peculiar 
advantages of greatness, the pleasures of ambition 
and superiority, are in reality Cjommon to all condi- 
tions. But whether the pursuits of ambition be ever 
wise, whether they contribute more to the happiness 
or misery of the pursuers, is a different question, 
and a question concerning which we may be allowed 
,to (‘ntertain great doubt. The pleasure of success is 
exquisite ; so also is the anxiety of the pursuit, and 
the pain of disappointment: and what is the worst 
part of the account, the pleasure is short-lived. We 
soon cease to look back upon those whom we have 
loft behind ; new contests are engaged in, new 
prospects unfold themselves: a succession of struggles 
is kept up, whilst there is a rival left within the 
compass of our views and profession; and when there 
is none, the pleasure with the pursuit is at an end. 

II. We have seen what happiness does not con- 
sist in. We are next to consider in what it does 
consist. 

In the conduct of life, the great matter is, to 
know beforehand what will please us, and what 
pleasure will hold out. So far as we know this, our 
choice will be justified by the event. And this 
knowledge is more scarce and difficult than at first 
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sight it may seem to be: for sometimes pleasures 
which are wonderfully alluring and flattering in the 
prospect, turn out in the possession extremely insipW^^*. 
or do not hold out as we expected : at other><mes, ’ 
pleasures start up which never entered into our 
calculation, and which we might have missed by not 
foreseeing; whence we have reason to believe that 
we actually do miss many pleasures from the same 
cause. I say to know ‘ beforehand ' ; for, after the 
experiment is tried, it is commonly impracticable to 
retreat or change ; besides, that shifting and changing 
is apt to generate habit of restlessness, which is 
destructive of the happiness of every condition. 

By reason of the original diversity of taste, capa- 
city, and constitution, observable in the human 
species, and the still greater variety which habit and 
fashion have introduced in these particulars, it is 
impossible to propose any plan of happiness w'hich 
will succeed to all, or any method of life which is 
universally eligible or practicable. 

All that can be said is, that there remains a pre- 
sumption in favour of those conditions of life in 
which men generally appear most cheerful and con- 
tented. For though the apparent happiness of man- 
kind be not always a true measure of their real 
happiness, it is the best measure we have. 

Taking this for my guide, I am inclined to believe 
that happiness consists, — 

First, In the exercise of the social affections. 

Those persons commonly possess good spirits who 
have about them many objects of affection and en- 
dearment, as wife, children, kindred, friends. And 
to the want of these may be imputed the peevishness 
of monks, and of such as lead a monastic life. 
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Of the same nature with the indulgence of our 
domestic affections, and equally refreshing to the 
spirits, is the plea^re which results from acts of 
and beneficence, exercised either in giving 
ihon^, or in imparting to those who want it the 
assistance of our skill and profession. 

Another main article of human happiness is, — 

Secondly, The exercise of our faculties, either of 
body or mind, in the pursuit of some engaging end. 

It seems to be true, that no plentitude of present 
gratifications make the possessor happy for a 
continuance, unless he has something in reserve, 
something to hope for and look forward to. This I 
conclude to be the case, from comparing the alacrity 
and spirits of men who are engaged in any pursuit 
which interests them, with the dejection and ennui 
of almost all who are either born to so much that 
they want nothing more, or who have used up their 
satisfactions too soon, and drained the sources of 
them. 

It is this intolerable vacuity of mind which carries 
the rich and great to the horse-course and the gaming 
table ; and often engages them in contests and 
pursuits, of which the success bears no proportion to 
the solicitude and expense with which it is sought. An 
election for a disputed borough shall cost the parties 
twenty or thirty thousand pounds each — to say 
nothing of the anxiety, humiliation, and fatigue of the 
canvass ; when a seat in the House of Commons, of 
exactly the same value, may be had for a tenth part 
of the money, and with no trouble. I do not mention 
this to blame the rich and great (perhaps they cannot 
do better), but in confirmation of what I have 
advanced. 
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Hope, which thus appears to be of so much im- 
portance to our happiness, is of two kinds ; where 
there is something to be done towards attaining the , 
object of our hope : and where there is nothij^%o 
be done. The first alone is of any value; the latter 
being apt to corrupt into impatience < having no power 
but to sit still and wait, which soon grows tiresome. 

The doctrine delivered under this head may be 
readily admitted; but how to provide ourselves with 
a succession of pleasurable engagements is the difi&- 
culty. This requires two things: judgment in the 
choice of ends adapted to our opportunities ; and a 
command of imagination, so as to be able, when the 
judgment has made choice of an end, to transfer a 
pleasure to the means y after which, the end may be 
forgotten as soon as we will. 

Hence, those pleasures are most valuable, not 
which arc most exquisite in the fruition, but which 
are most productive of engagement and activity in 
the pursuit. 

A man who is in earnest in his endeavours after 
the happiness of a future state, has in this respect, an 
advantage over all the world; for he has constantly 
before his eyes an object of supreme importance, 
productive of perpetual engagement and activity, 
and of which the pursuit (which can be said of no 
pursuit besides) lasts him to his life’s end. Yet even 
he must have many ends besides the far end; but 
then they will conduct to that, be subordinate, and 
in some way or other capable of being referred to 
that, and derive their satisfaction, or an addition of 
satisfaction, from that. 

Engagement is everything: the more significant, 
however, our engagements are, the better; such as 
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the planning of laws, institutions, manufactures, 
charities, improvements, public works ; and the 
.endeavouring, by our interest, address, solicitations, 
ahb^^ctivity, to carry them into effect: or, upon a 
smaller scale, the procuring of a maintenance and 
fortune for our families by a course of industry and 
application to our callings, which forms and gives 
motion to the common occupations of life; training 
up a child, prosecuting a scheme for his future 
establishment, making ourselves masters of a language 
or a science, improving or managing an estate, 
labouring after a piece of preferment: and lastly, 
any engagement which is innocent is better than 
none, as the writing of a book, the building of a 
house, the laying out of a garden, the digging of a 
fish-pond — even the raising of a cucumber or a tulip. 

Whilst our minds are taken up with the objects 
or business before us we are commonly happy, what- 
ever the object or business be; when the mind is 
absent, and the thoughts are wandering to something 
else than that is passing in the place in which we 
are, we are often miserable. 

Thirdly, Happiness depends upon the prudent 
constitution of the habits. 

The art in which the secret of human happiness 
in a great measitre consists, is to set the habits in 
such a manner that every change may be a change 
for the better. The habits themselves are much the 
same ; for whatever is made habitual becomes 
smooth, and easy, and nearly indifferent. The return 
to an old habit is likewise easy, whatever the habit 
be. Therefore the advantage is with those habits 
which allow of an indulgence in the deviation from 
them. The luxurious receive no greater pleasure 
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from their dainties than the peasant does from his 
bread and cheese: but the peasant, whenever he goes 
abroad, finds a feast; whereas the epicure must be 
well entertained, to escape disgust. Those who sjji^nd* 
every day at cards and those who go every day to 
plough, pass their time much alike ; intent upon 
what they are about, wanting nothing, regretting 
nothing, they are both for the time in a state of ease : 
but then whatever suspends the occupation of the 
card-player distresses him ; whereas to the labourer, 
every interruption is a refreshment ; and this appears 
in the different effects that Sunday produces upon 
the two, which proves a day of recreation to the one, 
but a lamentable burden to the other. The man 
who has learned to live alone, feels his spirits enliven- 
ed whenever he enters into company, and takes his 
leave without regret ; another, who has long been 
accustomed to a crowd,, or continual succession of 
company, experiences in company no elevation of 
spirits, nor any greater satisfaction than what the 
man of a retired life finds in his chimney-corner. So 
far their conditions are equal ; but let a change of 
place, fortune, or situation, separate the companion 
from his circle, his visitors, his club, common -room , 
or coffee-house, and the difference and advantage in 
the choice and constitution of the two habits will 
show itself. Solitude comes to the one, clothed with 
melancholy ; to the other, it brings liberty and quiet. 
You will see the one fretful and restless, at a loss 
how to dispose of his time, till the hour come round 
when he may forget himself in bed; the other easy 
and satisfied, taking up his book or his pipe, as soon 
as he finds himself alone, ready to admit any little 
amusement that casts up, or to turn his hands and 
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attention to the first business that presents itself; or 
content, without either, to sit still and let his train 
of thought glide indolently through his bfein, without 
in«ftrf?h use, perhaps, or pleasure, but without hankering 
after anything better, and without irritation. A 
reader who has inured himself to books of science and 
argumentation, if a novel, a welhwritten pamphlet, 
and article of news, a narrative of a curious voyage, 
or a journal of a traveller, fall in his way, sits down 
to the repast with relish, enjoys its entertainment 
while it lasts, and can return, when it is over, to his 
graver reading without distaste. Another, with whom 
nothing will go down but works of humour and 
jileasantry, or whose curiosity must be interested by 
perpetual novelty, will consume a book-seller's window 
in half a forenoon: during which time he is rather in 
search of diversion than diverted ; and as books to his 
taste are few and short, and rapidly read over, the 
stock is soon exhausted, when he is left without 
resource from this principal supply of harmless 
amusement. 

So far as circumstances of fortune conduce to 
happiness, it is not the income which any man 
possesses, but the increase of income, that affords the 
pleasure. Two persons, of whom one begins with a 
hundred and advances his income to a thousand 
pounds a year, and the other sets off with a thousand 
and dwindles down to a hundred, may in the course 
of their time, have the receipt and spending of the 
same sum of money : yet their satisfaction, so far as 
fortune is concerned in it, will be very different; the 
series and sumtotal of their incomes being the same, 
it makes a wide difference at which end they begin. 

Fourthly, Happiness consists in health. 
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By health I understand, as well freedom from 
bodily distempers, as that tranquillity, firmness, and 
alacrity of mind, which we call good spirits, and 
which may properly enough be included in our notion 
of health, as depending commonly upon the same 
causes, and yielding to the same management, as our 
bodily constitution. 

Health, in this sense, is the one thing needful. 
Therefore no pains, expense, self-denial, or restraint 
to which we subject ourselves for the sake of health, 
is too much. Whether it require us to relinquish 
lucrative situations, to abstain from favourite indul- 
gences, to control intemperate passions, or undergo 
tedious regimens; whatever difficulties it Jays us 
under, a man, who pursues his happiness rationally 
and resolutely, will be content to submit. 

When we are in perfect health and spirits, we feel 
in ourselves a happiness independent of any parti- 
cular outward gratification whatever, and of which 
we can give no account. This is an enjoyment which 
the Deity has annexed to life ; and it probably con- 
stitutes, in a great measure, the happiness of infants 
and brutes, especially of the lower and sedentary 
orders of animals, as of oysters, periwinkles, and the 
like ; for which I have sometimes been at a loss to- 
find out amusement. 

The above account of human happiness will justify 
the two following conclusions, which, although found 
in most books of morality, have seldom, I think, been 
supported by any sufficient reasons: — 

First, That happiness is pretty equally distributed 
amongst the different orders of civil society. 

Secondly, That vice has no advantage over virtue, 
even with respect to this world’s happiness. 



B. Webster (17824 852) 

FIEST BUNKEB HILL OBATION 


This uncounted multitude before me, and around 
me, proves the feeling which the occasion has excited. 
These thousands of human faces, glowing with 
sympathy and joy, and, from the impulses of a com- 
mon gratitude, turned reverently to heaven, in this 
spacious temple of the firmament, proclaim that the 
day, the place, and the purpose of our assembling 
have made a deep impression on our hearts. 

If, indeed, there be anything in local association 
fit to affect the mind of man, we need not strive to 
repress the emotions which agitate us here. We are 
among the sepulchres of our fathers. We are on 
ground, distinguished by their valor, their constancy, 
and the shedding of their blood. We are here, not 
to fix an uncertain date in our annals, nor to draw 
into notice an obscure and unknown spot. If our 
humble purpose had never been conceived, if we 
ourselves had never been bom, the 17th of June 1775 
would have been a day on which all subsequent history 
would have poured its light, and the eminence where 
we stand, a point of attraction to the eyes of suc- 
cessive generations. But we are Americans. We 
live in what may be called the early age of this great 
continent ; and we know that our posterity, through 
all time, are here to suffer and enjoy the allotments 
of humanity. We see before us a probable train of 
great events ; we know that our own fortunes have 
been happily cast; and it is natural, therefore, that 
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We should be moved by the contemplation of occur- 
rences which have guided our destiny before many of 
us were born, and settled the condition in which we 
should pass that portion of our existence, which God 
allows to men on earth. 

We do not read even of the discovery of this 
continent, w'ithout feeling something of a personal 
interest in the event ; without being reminded how 
much it has affected our own fortunes, and our own 
existence. It is more impossible for us, therefore, 
than for others, to contemplate wdth unaffected 
minds that interesting, I may say, that most touch- 
ing and pathetic scene, when the great Discoverer of 
America stood on the deck of his shattered bark, the 
shades of night falling on the sea, yet no man 
sleeping ; tossed on the billow s of an unknown ocean, 
yet the stronger billows of alternate hope and despair 
tossing his own troubled thought; extending forward 
his harassed frame, straining westward his anxious 
and eager eyes, till Heaven at last granted him 
a moment of rapture and ecstacy, in blessing his 
vision with the sight of the unknown world. 

Nearer to our times, more closely connected with 
our fates, and therefore still rnorc' interesting to our 
feelings and affections, is the settlement of our own 
country by colonists from England. We cherish 
every memorial of these worthy ancestors ; we 
celebrate their patience and fortitude ; we admire 
their flaring enterprise ; we teach our children to 
venerate their piety ; and w^e are justly proud of 
being descended from men, w^ho have set the world an 
example of founding civil institutions on the great 
and united principles of human freedom and human 
knowledge. To us, their children, the story of their 
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labors and sufferings can never be without its interest.. 
We shall not stand unmoved on the shore of Plymouth, 
while the sea continues to wash it; nor will our 
brethren in another early and ancient colony, forget 
the place of its first establishment, till their river shall 
cease to flow by it. No vigor of ^outh, no maturity 
of manhood, will lead the nation to forget the spots, 
where its infancy was cradled and defended* 

But the great event, in the history of the con- 
tinent, which w e are now met here to commemorate ; 
that prodigy of modern times, at once the wonder 
and the blessing of the world, is the American 
llevolution. In a day of extraordinary prosperity 
and happiness, of high national honor, distinction, 
and power, we are brought together, in this place, 
by our love of country, by our admiration of exalted 
character, by our gratitude for signal services and 
f)atriotic devotion. 

The society, whose organ 1 am, was iormed for the 
purpose of rearing some honorable and durable monu- 
ment to the memory of the, early friends of American 
Independence. They have thought, that for this object 
no time could be more propitious, than the present 
])rosperous and peaceful period ; that no could 

claim preference over this memorable spot ; and that 
no day could be more auspicious to the undertaking, 
than the anniversary of the battle which was here 
fought. The foundation of that monument we have 
HOW' laid. With solemnities suited to the occasion, 
with prayers to Almighty God for his blessing, and in 
the midst of this cloud of witnesses, we have begun the 
w^ork. We trust it wdll be prosecuted ; and that spring- 
ing from a broad foundation, rising high in massive 
solidity and unadorned grandeur, it may remain, as 
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*long as Heaven permits the works of man to last, a fit 
emblem, both of the events in memory of which it is 
raised, and of the gratitude of those who have reared it. 

We Know, indeed, that the record of illustrious 
actions is most safeiy deposited in the universal 
remembrance of mankind. We know, that if we 
could cause this structure to ascend, not only till 
it reached the skies, but till it pierced them, its broad 
surfaces could still contain but part of that, which, 
in an age of knowledge, hath already been spread 
over the earth, and which history charges itself with 
making known to all future times. We know, that 
no inscription on entablatures less broad than the 
earth itself, can carry information of the events we 
commemorate, where it has not already gone ; and 
that no structure, which shall not outlive the dura- 
tion of letters and knowledge among men, can 
j)rolong the memorial. But our object is, by this edi- 
fice to show our own deep sense of the value and 
importance of the achievements of our ancestors ; 
and, by presenting this work of gratitude to the eye, 
to keep alive similar sentiments, and to foster a con- 
stant regard for the principles of the Ee volution. 
Human beings are composed not of reason only, but 
of imagination also, and sentiment ; and that is 
neither wasted nor misapplied which is appropriated 
to the purpose of giving right direction to sentiments, 
and opening proper springs of feeling in the heart. 
Let it not be supposed that our object is to perpetuate 
national hostility, or even to cherish a mere military 
-spirit. It is higher, purer, nobler. We consecrate our 
work to the spirit of national independence, and we 
wish that the light of peace may rest upon it for ever. 
We rear a memorial of our conviction of that 
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unmeasured J^enefit, which has been conferred on our 
own land, and of the happy influences, which have been 
produced, by the same e.ve^s, on the general interests 
of mankind. We come, as Americans, to mark a 
spot, which must for ever be dear to us and our pos- 
terity. We wish, that whosoever, in all coming time, 
shall turn his eye hither, may behold that the place 
is not undistinguished, where the first great battle of 
the Bevolution was fought. We wish, that this 
structure may proclaim the magnitude and importance 
of that event, to every class and every age. We 
wish, that infancy may learn the purpose of its 
erection from maternal lips, and that weary and 
withered age may behold it, and be solaced by the 
recollections which it suggests. We wish, that labor 
may look up here, and be proud, in the midst of its 
toil. We wish, that, in those days of disaster, which, 
as they come oa all nations, must be expected to 
come on us also, desponding patriotism may turn its 
eyes hitherward, and be assured that the foundations 
of onr national power still stand strong. We wish, 
that this column, rising towards heaven among the 
pointed spires of so many temples dedicated to God, 
may contribute also to produce, in all minds, a pious 
feeling of dependence and gratitude. We wish, finally, 
that the last object on the sight of him who leaves 
his native shore, and the first to gladden his who 
revisits it, may be something which shall remind him 
of the liberty and the glory of his country. Let it 
rise, till it meet the sun in his coming; let the earliest 
light of the morning gild it, and parting day linger and 
play on its summit. 

We live in a most extraordinary age. Events so 
various and so important, that they might crowd and 
4 . 
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distinguish centuries, are, in our times, compressed 
within the compass of a single life. When has it 
happened that history has had so much to record, in 
the same term of years, as since the 17th of June 
1775? Our own Eevolution, which, under other cir- 
cumstances, might itself have been expected to 
Occasion a war of half a century, has been achieved ; 
twenty-four sovereign and independent states erected ; 
and a general government established over them, so 
^fe, so wise., so free, so practical, that we might well 
wonder its establishment should have been accom- 
plished so soon, were it not far the greater wonder 
that it should have been established at all. Two or 
three millions of people have been augmented to 
twelve; and the great forests of the West prostrated 
beneath the arm of successful industry ; and the 
dwellers on the banks of the Ohio and the Mississippi, 
become the fellow citizens and neighbours of those 
who cultivate the hills of New England. We have 
a commerce, that leaves no sea unexplored; navies, 
which take no law from superior force ; revenues, 
adequate to all the exigencies of government, almost 
without taxation ; and peace with all nations, founded 
•on equal rights and mutual respect. 

Europe, within the same period, has been agitated 
by a mighty revolution, which, while it has been felt 
in the individual condition and happiness of almost 
every man, has shaken to the centre her political 
fabric, and dashed against one another thrones, w^hich 
had stood tranquil for ages. On this, our continent, 
•our own example has been followed; and colonies 
have sprung up to be nations. Unaccustomed 
sounds of liberty and free government have reached 
us from beyond the track of the sun; and at this 
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moment the dominion of European power, in this con- 
tinent, from the place where w^e stand to the south 
pole, is annihilated for ever. 

In the mean time, both in Europe and America, 
such has been the general progress of knowledge ; 
such the improvements in legislation, in commerce, in 
the arts, in letters, and above all in liberal ideas, 
and the general spirit of the age, that the whole world 
seems changed. 

Yet, notwithstanding that this is but a faint 
abstract of the things which have happened since the 
(day of the battle of Bunker Hill, w^e are but fifty 
years removed from it; and W'e now stand here, to 
enjoy all the blessings of our owm condition, and to 
look abroad on the brightened prospects of the world, 
w^hile we hold still among us some of those, who 
w^ere active agents in the scenes of 1775, and who 
are now here, from every quarter of New^ England, 
to visit, once more, and under circumstances so 
affecting, I had almost said so overwhelming, 
this renowned theatre of their courage and 
patriotism. 

Venerable Men ! you have come down to us, 
from a former generation. Heaven has bounteously 
lengthened out your lives, that you might behold this 
joyous day. You arc now, where you stood, fifty years 
ago, this very hour, with your brothers, and your 
neighbours, shoulder to shoulder, in the strife for your 
country. Behold, how altered ! The same heavens 
are indeed over your heads ; the sjlme ocean rolls at 
your feet ; but all else, how changed ! You hear now 
no roar of hostile cannon, you see no mixed volumes 
or smoke and flame rising from burning Charlestown. 
The ground strewed with the dead and the dying; 
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the impetuous charge ; the steady and successful 
repulse ; the loud call to repeated assault ; the sum- 
moning of all that is manly to repeated resistance; a 
thousand bosoms freely and fearlessly bared in an 
instant to whatever of terror there may be in war and 
death ; — all these you have witnessed, but you witness 
them no more. All is peace. The heights of yonder 
metropolis, its towers and roofs, which you then saw 
filled with wives and children and countrymen in dis- 
tress and terror, and looking with unutterable emotions 
for the issue of the combat, have presented you to-day 
with the sight of its whole happy population, come out 
to welcome and greet you with an universal jubilee. 
.Yonder proud ships, by a felicity of position appro- 
priately lying at the foot of this mount, and 
seeming fondly to cling around it, are not means of 
annoyance to you, but your country's own means of 
distinction and defence. All is peace; and God has 
granted you this sight of your country's happiness, ere 
you slumber in the grave forever. He has allowed you 
to behold and to partake the reward of your patriotic 
toils ; and he has allowed us, your sons and country- 
men, to meet you here, and in the name of the present 
generation, in the name of your country, in the name 
of liberty, to thank you ! 

But, alas ! you are not all here ! Time and the 
sword have thinned your ranks. Prescott, Putnam, 
Stark, Brooks, Bead, Pomeroy, Bridge! our eyes seek 
for you in vain amidst this broken band. You are 
gathered to you^r fathers, and live only to your 
country in fier grateful remembrance, and your own 
bright example. But let us not too much grieve, that 
you have met the common fate of men. You lived, 
at least, long enough to know that your work had 



WEBSTEE 


58 


been nobly and successfully accomplished. You lived 
to see your country’s independence established, and 
to sheathe your swords from war. On the light of 
Liberty you saw arise the light of Peace, like 

‘ anotheT morn, 

Risen on mid-noon ; ’ — 

and the sky, on which you closed your eyes, was 
cloudless. 

But — ah ! — Him ! the first great Martyr in this 
great cause ! Him ! the premature victim of his owh 
self-devoting heart ! Him ! the head of our civil 
councils, and the destined leader of our military 
bands; whom nothing brought' hither, but the un- 
quenchable fire of his own spirit ; Him ! cut off by 
Providence, in the hour of overwhelming anxiety and 
thick gloom ; falling, ere he saw the star of his 
country rise ; pouring out his generous blood, like 
water, before he’* knew whether it would fertilize a 
land of freedom or of bondage ! how shall I struggle 
with the emotions, that stifle the utterance of thy 
name ! — Our poor work may perish ; but thine shall 
endure ! This monument may moulder away ; the 
solid ground it rests upon may sink down to a level 
with the sea ; but thy memory shall not fail ! 
Wheresoever among men a heart shall be found, that 
beats to the transports of patriotism and liberty, its 
aspirations shall be to claim kindred with thy spirit ! 

But the scene amidst which we stand does not 
permit us to confine our thoughts or our sympathies 
to those fearless spirits, who hazarded ,or lost their 
lives on this consecrated spot. We have ihe happiness 
to rejoice hero in the presence of a most Worthy 
^’'^presentation of the survivors of the whole 
Ke volutionary Army. 
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Veterans ! you are the remnant of many a well 
fought held. You bring with you marks of honor from 
Trenton and Monmouth, from Yorktown, Camden, 
Bennington, and Saratoga. Veterans of half a 
century ! w'hen in your youthful days, you put every 
thing at hazard in your country's cause, good as that 
cause was, and sanguine as youth is, still your 
fondest hopes did not stretch onward to an hour like 
this ! At a period to which you could not reasonably 
have expected to arrive ; at a moment of national 
prosperity, such as you could never have foreseen, you 
are now met, here, to enjoy the fellowship of old 
soldiers and to receive the overflowings of an universal 
gratitude. 

But your agitated countenances and your heaving 
breasts inform me that even this is not an unmixed 
joy. I perceive that a tumult of contending feelings 
rushes upon you. The images of the dead, as well as 
the persons of the living, throng to your embraces. 
The scene overwhelms you, and I turn from it. May 
the Father of all mercies smile upon your declining 
years, and bless them ! And when you shall here 
have exchanged your embraces ; when you shall once 
more have pressed the hands which have been so 
often extended to give succour in adversity, or 
grasped in the exultation of victory ; then look 
abroad into this lovely land, which your young valor 
defended, and mark the happiness with which it is 
filled; yea, look abroad into the whole earth, and see 
what a name you have contributed to give to your 
country, and what a praise you have added to freedom, 
and then rejoice in the sympathy and gratitude, which 
beam upon your last days from the improved condition 
of mankind. 
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The occasion does not require of me any particular 
account of the battle of the 17th of June, nor any 
detailed narrative of the events which immediately 
preceded it. These are familiarly known to all. 
In the progress of the great and interesting con- 
troversy, Massachusetts and the town of Boston had 
become early and marked objects of the displeasure 
of the British Parliament. This had been manifested, 
in the Act for altering the Government of the Pro- 
vince, and in that for shutting up the Port of Boston. 
Nothing sheds more honor on our early history, and 
nothing better shows how litth^ the feelings and 
sentiments of the colonies were known or regarded 
in England, thari the impression which these measures 
everywhere produced in America. It had been 
anticipated, that while the other colonies would be 
terrified by the severity of the punishment inflicted 
on Massachusetts, the other seaports would be govern- 
ed by a mere spirit of gain ; and that, as Boston 
was now cut off from all commerce, the unexpected 
advantage, which this blow on her was calculated to 
confer on other towns, would be greedily enjoyed. 
How miserably such reasoners deceived themselves I 
How little they knew of the depth, and the strength, 
and the intenseness of that feeling of resistance to 
ill(‘,gal acts of power, which possessed the whole 
American people ! Everywhere the unworthy 
boon was rejected with scorn. The fortunate occasion 
w’as seized, everywhere, to show to the whole 
world, that the colonies were swayed by no local 
interest, no pjirtial interest, no selfish interest. Tho 
temptation to profit by the punishment of Boston 
was strongest to our neighbours of Salem. Yet Salem 
was precisely the place, where this miserable proffer 
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was spurned, in a tone of the most lofty self-respect, 
and the most indignant patriotism. ' We are deeply 
affected,' said its inhabitants, ‘ with the sense of our 
public calamities ; but the miseries that are now 
rapidly hastening on our brethren in the capital of 
the Province, greatly excite our commiseration. By 
shutting up the Port of Boston, some imagine that the 
course of trade might be turned hither and to our 
benefit ; but we must be dead to every idea of 
justice, lost to all feelings of humanity, could we 
indulge a thought to seize on wealth, and raise our 
fortunes on the ruin of our suffering neighbours.' 
These noble sentiments were not confined to our 
immediate vicinity. In that day of general affection 
and brotherhood, the blow given to Boston smote on 
every patriotic heart, from one end of the country to 
the other. Virginia and the Carolinas, as well as 
Connecticut and New Hampshire, felt and proclaimed 
the cause to be their own. The Continental Congress, 
then holding its first session in Philadelphia, expressed 
its sympathy for the suffering inhabitants of Boston, 
and addresses were received from all quarters, assuring 
them that the cause was a common one and should 
be met by common efforts and common sacrifices. 
The Congress of Massachusetts responded to these 
assurances; and in an address to the Congress at 
Philadelphia, bearing the official signature, perhaps 
among the last, of the immortal Warren, notwith- 
standing the severity of its suffering and the magnitude 
of the dangers which threatened it, it was declared, 
that this colony ‘ is ready, at all times, to spend and 
to be spent in the cause of America.' 

But the hour drew nigh, which was to put profes- 
sions to the proof, and to determine whether the 
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authors of these mutual pledges were ready to seal 
them in blood. The tidings of Lexington and Concord 
had no sooner spread , than it was universally felt, that 
the time was at Iasi/" come for action. A spirit 
pervaded all ranks, not transient, not boisterous, but 
deep, solemn, determined, 

‘ totaiT'que infusa per artus 
Mens molem, et magno se corpore miscet.’ 

War, on tbeir own soil and at their own doors, was, 
indeed, a strange work to the yeomanry of New 
England ; but their consciences were convinced of its 
necessity, their country called them to it, and they 
did not withhold themselves from the perilous trial. 
The ordinary occupations of life were abandoned ; the 
plough was staid in the unfinished furrow ; wives gave 
up their husbands, and mothers gave up their sons, to 
the battles of a civil w'ar. Death might come, in 
honor, on the field ; it might come, in disgrace, on the 
scaffold. For either and for both they were prepared. 
The sentiment of Quincy was full in their hearts. 

Hlnndishmemts,’ said that distinguished son of genius 
and patriotism, ‘ will not fascinate us, nor will threats 
of a halter intimidate; for, under God, we are 
determined, that wheresoever, whensoever, or how- 
soever we shall be called to make our exit, we will die 
free men.’ 

The 17th of June saw the four New England 
colonies standing here, side by side, to triumph or to 
fall together; and there was with them from that 
moment to the end of the war, what I hope will remain 
with them forever, one cause, one country, one heart. 

The battle of Bunker Hill was attended with the 
most important effects beyond its immediate result 
as a military engagement. It created at once a state 
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of open, public war. There could now be no longer 
a question of proceeding against individuals, as guilty 
of treason or rebellion. That fearful crisis was past. 
The appeal how lay to the swor4, and the only ques- 
tion was, whether the spirit and the resources of the 
people would hold out, till the object should be 
accomplished. Nor were its general consequences 
confined to our own country. The previous proceed- 
ings of the colonies, their appeals, resolutions, and 
addresses, had made their cause known to Europe. 
Without boasting, we may say, that in no age or 
country, has the public cause been maintained with 
more force of argument, more power of illustration, 
or more of that persuasion which excited feeling and 
elevated principle can 'alone bestow, than the revo- 
lutionary state papers exhibit. These papers will 
forever deserve to be studied, not only for the spirit 
w^hich they breathe, but for the ability with which 
they wer*e written. 

To this able vindication of their cause, the colonies 
had now added a practical and severe proof of their 
own true devotion to it, and evidence also of the 
power which they could bring to its support. All 
now saw, that if America fell, she would not fall 
without a struggle. Men felt sympathy and regard, 
as well as surprise, when they beheld these infant 
states, remote, unknown, unaided, encounter the 
power of England, and in the first considerable battle, 
leave more of their enemies dead on the field, in 
proportion to the number of combatants, than they had 
recently known in the wars of Europe. 

Information of these events, circulating through 
Europe, at length reached the ears of one who now 
hears me. He has not forgotten the emotion, which 
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the fame of Bunker Hill, and the name of Warren, 
(‘xcited in his youthful breast. 

Sir, we are assembled to commemorate the estab- 
lishment of great public principles of liberty, and to 
do honor to the distinguished dead. The occasion 
is too severe for eulogy to the living. But, sir, your 
interesting relation to this country, the peculiar 
(ureumstances which surroynd you and surround us, 
call on me to express the happiness which we derive 
from your presence and aid in th^s solemn commemo- 
ration. 

Fortunate, fortunate man ! with what measure of 
devotion will you not thank God, for the circum- 
stances of your extraordinary life ! You are connected 
with botli hemispheres and with two generations. 
Heaven saw fit to ordain, that the electric spark of 
Liberty should be conducted, through you, from the 
new v'orid to thc‘ old ; and we, who are now here to 
perform this duty of patriotism, have all of us long 
ago received it in charge from our fathers to cherish 
your name and your virtues. You will account it an 
instance of your good fortune, sir, that you crossed 
1 he seas to visit us at a time which enables you to be 
])resent at this solemnity. You now behold the field, 
the renown of which reached you in the heart of 
France, and caused a thrill in your ardent bosom. 
You see the lines of the little redoubt thrown up by 
tbt‘ incredible diligence of Prescott; defended, to the 
last extremity, by his lion-hearted valor; and within 
which th(‘ corner stone of our monument has now 
taken its position. You see wFere Warren fell, and 
wdiere Parker, Gardner, McCleary, Moore, and other 
early patriots fell with him. Those who survived 
that day, and whose lives have been prolonged to the 
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present hour, are now around you. Some of them 
you have known in the trying scenes of the war. 
Behold ! they now stretch forth their feeble arms to 
embrace you. Behold! they raise their trembling 
voices to invoke the blessing of God on you, and 
yoTicC forever. 

'^Sir, you have assisted us in laying the foundation 
oF tffis* edifice. You have heard us rehearse, with our 
feeble commendation, the names of departed patriots. 
Sir, monuments and eulogy belong to the dead. We 
give them, this day, to Warren and his associates. 
On other occasions they have been given to your 
more immediate companions in arms, to Washington, 
to Greene, to Gates, Sullivan, and Lincoln**! '^irT'we 
have become reluctant to grant these, our highest and 
last honors, further. We would gladly hold them yet 
back from the little remnant of that immortal band. 
Serus in coelum redeas. Illustrious as are your merits, 
yet far, oh, very far distant be the day, when any 
inscription shall bear your name, or any tongue 
pronounce its eulogy ! 

The leading reflection, to which this occasion 
seems to invite us, respects the great changes which 
have happened in the fifty years, since the battle of 
Bunker Hill was fought. And it peculiarly marks 
the character of the present age, that, in looking at 
these changes, and in estimating their effect on our 
condition, we are obliged to consider, not what h.as 
been done in our own countrj^ oiify, in others 
also. In these interesting times, while nations 
pe making separate and individual advances in 
improvement, they make, too, a common progress ; 
like vessels on a common tide, propelled by the 
gales at different rates, according to their several 
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structure and management, but all moved forward 
by one mighty current beneath, strong enough to bear 
onward whatever does not sink beneath it. 

A chief distinction of the present day is a com- 
munity of opinions and knowledge amongst men, 
in different nations, existing in a degree heretofore 
unknown. Knowledge has, in our time, triumphed, 
and is triumphing, over distance, over difference of 
languages, over diversity of habits, over prejudice, 
and over bigotry. The civilized and Christian world 
is fast learning the great lesson, that difference of 
nation does not imply necessary hostility, and 
that all contact need not be war. The whole world 
is becoming a common field for intellect to act in. 
Energy of mind, genius, power, wheresoever it exists, 
may speak out in any tongue, and the ivorld will 
hear it. A great chord of sentiment and feehng runs 
through two continents, and vibrates over both. 
Every breeze wafts intelligence from country to 
country ; every wave rolls it ; all give it forth, and 
all in turn receive it. There is a vast commerce of 
ideas ; there are marts and exchanges for intellectual 
discoveries, and a wonderful fellowship of those 
individual intelligences which make up the mind and 
opinion of the age. Mind is the great lever of all 
things ; human thought is the process by which human 
ends are ultimately answered; and the diffusion of 
knowledge, so astonishing in the last half century, 
has rendered innumerable minds, variously gifted by 
nature, competent to be competitors, or fellow- work- 
ers, on the theatre of intellectual operation. 

From these causes, important improvements have 
taken place in the personal condition of individuals. 
Generally speaking, mankind are not only better 
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fed, and better clothed, but they are able also to 
enjoy mol-e leisure ; they possess more refinement and 
more self-respect. A superior tone of education, 
manners, and habits prevails. This remark, most 
true in its application to our own country, is also 
partly true, when applied elsewhere. It is proved 
by the vastly augmented consumption of those articles 
of manufacture and of commerce, which contribute to 
the comforts and the decencies of life; an augmenta- 
tion which has far outrun the progress of |)opulation. 
And while the unexampled and almost incredible use 
of machinery w^ould seem to supply the place of labor, 
labor still finds its occupation and its reward ; so 
wisely has Providence adjusted men’s wants and 
desires to their condition and their capacity. 

Any adequate survey, however, of the progress 
made in the last half century, in the polite and the 
mechanic arts, in machinery and manufactures, in 
commerce and agriculture, in letters and in science, 
w’ould require volumes. I must abstain wholly from 
these subjects, and turn, for a moment, to the con- 
templation of what has been done on the great 
question of politics and government. This is the 
master topic of the age; and during the whole fifty 
years, it has intensely occupied the thoughts of men. 
The nature of civil government, its ends and uses, 
have been canvassed ' and investigated ; ancient 
opinions attacked and defended; new ideas recom- 
mended and resisted, by whatever power the mind 
of man could bring to the controversy. From the 
closet and the public halls the debate has been 
transferred to the field ; and the world has been 
shaken by w’ars of unexampled magnitude, and the 
greatest variety of fortune. A day of peace has at 
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length succeeded ; and now that the strife has 
subsided, and the smoke cleared away, we may begin 
to see what has actually been done, permanently 
changing the state and condition of human society. 
And without dwelling on particular circumstances, it is 
most apparent, that, from the beforementioned 
causes of augmented knowledge and improved indivi- 
dual attention, a real, substantial, and important 
change has taken place, and is taking place, greatly 
beneficial, on the whole, to human liberty and human 
happiness. 

The great wheel of political revolution began to 
move in America. Here its rotation was guarded, 
regular, and safe. Transferred to the other continent, 
from unfortunate but natural causes, it received an 
irregular and violent impulse; it whirled along with 
a fearful celerity ; till at length, like the chariot 
wheels in the races of antiquity, it took fire from 
the rapidity of its own motion, and blazed onward, 
spreading conflagration and terror around. 

We learn from the result of this experiment, how 
fortunate was our own condition, and how admirably 
the character of our people was calculated for making 
the great example of popular governments. The 
possession of power did not turn the heads of the 
American people, for they had long been in the habit 
of exercising a great portion of self-control. Although 
the paramount authority of the parent state existed 
over them, yet a large field of legislation had always 
been open to our colonial assemblies. They were 
accustomed to representative bodies and the forms of 
free government ; they understood the doctrine of the 
division of power among different branches, and the 
necessity of checks on each. The character of our 
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countrymen, moreover, was sober, moral, and reli- 
gious ; and there was little in the change to shock their 
feelings of justice and humanity, or even to disturb 
an honest prejudice. We had no domestic throne to 
overturn, no privileged orders to cast down, no violent 
changes of property to encounter. In the American 
Eevolution, no man sought or wished for more than 
to defend and enjoy his own. None hoped for plun'der 
or for spoil. Eapacity was unknown to it; the axe 
was not among the instruments of its accomplishment ; 
and we all know that it could not have lived a single 
day under any well founded imputation of possessing 
a tendency adverse to the Christian religion. 

It need not surprise us, that, under circumstances 
less auspicious, political revolutions elsewhere, even 
when well intended, have terminated differently. It 
is, indeed, a great achievement, it is the master work 
of the world, to establish governments entirely 
popular, on lasting foundations ; nor is it easy, indeed, 
to introduce the popular principle at all, into govern- 
ments to which it has been altogether a stranger. 
It cannot be doubted, however, that Europe has 
come out of the contest, in which she has been so 
long engaged, with greatly superior knowledge, 
and, in many respects, a highly improved condition. 
Whatever benefit has been acquired, is likely to be 
retained, for it consists mainly in the acquisition of 
more enlightened ideas. And although kingdoms 
and provinces may be wrested from the hands that 
hold them, in the same manner they were obtained; 
although ordinary and vulgar power may, in human 
affairs, be lost as it has been won ; yet it is the glorious 
prerogative of the empire of knowledge, that what it 
gains it never loses. On the contrary, it increases 



WEBSTER 


05 


by the multiple of its own power ; all its ends become 
means; all its attainments* helps to new conquests. 
Its whole abundant harvest is but so much seed wheat, 
and nothing has ascertained, and nothing can 
ascertain, the amount of ultimate product. 

Under the influence of thxs rapidly increasing 
knowledge, the people have begun, in all forms of 
government, to think, and to reason, on affairs of 
state. Regarding government as an institution for 
the public good, they demand a knowledge of its 
operations, and a participation in its exercise. A call 
for the Representative system, wherever it is not 
enjoyed, and where there is already intelligence enough 
to estimate its value, is perse veringly made. Where 
men may speak out, they demand it ; where the 
bayonet is at their throats, they pray for it. 

When Louis XIV said, ‘‘ I am the state,*’ he 
expressed the essence of the doctrine of unlimited 
power. By the rules of that system, the people sure 
disconnected from the state ; they are its subjects ; 
it is their lord. These ideas, founded in the Ipve of 
power, and long supported by the excess and the 
abuse of it, are yielding, in our age, to other opinions ; 
and the civilized world seems at last to be proceeding 
to the conviction of that fundamental and manifest 
truth, that the powers of government are but a trust, 
and that they cannot be lawfully exercised but for 
the good of the community. As knowledge is more 
and more extended, this conviction becomes more and 
more general. Knowledge, in truth, is the great sun 
in the firmament. Life and power are scattered with 
all its beams. The prayer of the Grecian combatant, 
when enveloped in unnatural clouds and darkness, is 
the appropriate political supplication for the people of 
5 
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* Dispel this cloud, the light of heaven restore, 

Give me to see— and Ajax asks no more.’ 

We may hope, that the growing influence of 
enlightened sentiments will promote the permanent 
peace of the world. Wars, to maintain family 
alliances, to uphold or to cast down dynasties, to 
regulate successions to thrones, which have occupied 
so much room in the history of modern^ times, if not 
less likely to happen at all, will be less likely to 
become general and involve many nations, as the 
great principle shall be more and more established, 
that the interest of the world is peace, and its first 
great statute, that every nation possesses the power 
of establishing a government for itself. But public 
opinion has attained also an influence over govern- 
ments, which do not admit the popular principle into 
their organization. A necessary respect for the 
judgment of the world operates, in some measure, 
as a control over the most unlimited forms of 
authority. It is owing, perhaps, to this truth, that the 
interesting struggle of the Greeks has been suflered 
to go on so long, without direct interference, either 
to wrest that country from its present masters, and 
add it’lb oihel powers, or to execute the system 
of , p^icification by force, and, with united strength, 

th^ Heck of Christian and civilized Greece at the 
foot of the barbarian Turk. Let us thank God that 
we live in an age, when something has influence 
besides the bayonet, and when the sternest authority 
does not venture to encounter the scorching power 
of public reproach. Any attempt of the kind I have 
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mentioned, should be met by or^ universal burst of 
indignation; the air of the civilized world ought to 
be made too warm to be comfortably breathed by any 
who would hazard it. 

It is, indeed, a touching reflection, that while, in 
the fulness of our country’s happiness, we rear this 
monument to her honor, we look for instruction, 
in our undertaking, to a country which is now in 
feajrful contest, not for works of art or memorials 
of glory, but for her own existence. I.et her be 
assured, that she is not forgotten in the world ; that 
her efforts are applauded, and that constant prayers 
ascend for her success. And let us cherish a confident 
hope for her final triumph. If the true spark of 
religious and civil liberty be kindled, it will bum. 
Human agency cannot extinguish it. Like the earth’s 
•entral fire it may be smothered for a time ; the ocean 
may overwhelm it ; mountains^may press it down ; but 
its inherent and unconquerable force will heave both 
the ocean and the land, and at some time or another, 
in some place or another, the volcano will break out 
and flame up to heaven. 

Among the great events of the half century, we 
must reckon, certainly, the Revolution of South 
America; and we are not likely to overrate the im- 
portance of that Revolution, either to the ,|^eople of 
the country itself or to the rest of the world. The 
late Spanish colonies, now independent states, undte 
circumstances less favorable, doubtless, than attended 
our own Revolution, have yet successfully commenced 
their national existence. They have accomplished the 
great object of establishing their independence ; they 
are known and acknowledged in the world ; anA 
although in regard to their systems of government^ 
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their sentiments on religious toleration, and their 
provisions for public instruction, they may have yet 
much to learn, it must be admitted that they have 
risen to the condition of settled and established states, 
more rapidly than could have been reasonably antici- 
pated. . They already furnish an exhilarating example 
of the difference between free governments and 
despotic misrule. Their commerce, at this moment, 
creates a new activity in all the great marts of the 
world. They show themselves able, by an exchange 
of ^ commodities, to bear an useful part in the inter- 
course of nations. A new spirit of enterprise and 
industry begins to prevail; all the great interests of 
society receive a salutary impulse ; and the progress ol 
information not only testifies to an improved condition, 
but constitutes, itself, the highest and most essential 
improvement. 

When the battle o^ Bunker Hill was fought, the 
existence of South America was scarcely felt in the 
civilized world. The thirteen little colonies of North 
America habitually called themselves the ‘Continent.' 
Borne down by colonial subjugation, monopoly, and 
bigotry, these vast regions of the South were hardly 
visible above the horizon. But in our day there hath 
been, as it were, a new creation. The Southern 
Hemisphere emerges from the sea. Its lofty moun- 
tains begin to lift themselves into the light of heaven ; 
its broad and fertile plains stretch out, in beauty, to the 
eye of.<^ivilized man, and at the mighty bidding of the 
voice of political liberty the waters of darkness retire. 

And, now, let us indulge an honest exultation in 
the conviction of the benefit, which the example of 
our country has produced, and is likely to produce, on 
human freedom and human happiness. And let us 
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endeavour to comprehend, in all its magnitude, and 
to feel, in all its importance, the part assigned to us 
in the great drama of human affairs. We are placed 
at the head of the system of representative and 
popular governments. Thus far our example shows, 
that such governments are compatible, not only with 
respectability and power, but with repose, with peace, 
with security of personal rights, wdth good laws, and 
a just administration. 

We are not propagandists. Wherever other 
systems are preferred, either as being thought better 
in themselves, or as better suited to existing eondi- 
tion, w^e leave the preference to be enjoyed. Our 
history hitherto prbves, however, that the popular 
form is practicable, and that with wisdom and know- 
ledge men may govern themselves ; and the duty 
incumbent on us is, to preserve the consistency of 
this cheering example, and take care that nothing 
may weaken its authority with the world. If, in our 
case, the Eepresentative system ultimately fail, 
popular governments must be pronounced impossible. 
No combination of circumstances more favorable to 
the experiment can ever be expected to occur. The 
last hopes of mankind, therefore, rest with us ; and if 
it should be proclaimed, that our example had become 
an argument against the experiment, the knell of 
popular liberty would be sounded throughout the earth. 

These are excitements to duty ; but they are not 
suggestions of doubt. Our history and our condi- 
tion, all that is gone before us, and all that surrounds 
us authorize the belief, that popular governments, 
though subject to occasional variations, perhaps not 
always for the better, in form, may yet, in their 
general character, be as durable and permanent as 
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other systems. We know, indeed, that, in our 
country, any other is impossible. The Principle of 
Eree Governments adheres to the American soil. It 
is bedded in it ; immovable as its mountains. 

And let the sacred obligations which have 
devolved on this generation, and on us, sink deep into 
our hearts. Those are daily dropping from among 
us who established our liberty and our government. 
The great trust now descends to new hands. Let 
us apply ourselves to that which is presented to us, 
as our appropriate object. We can win no laurels in 
a war for Independence. Earlier and worthier hands 
have gathered them all. Nor are there places for us 
by the side of Solon, and Alfred, and other founders 
of states. Our fathers have filled them. But there 
remains to us a great duty of defence and preserva- 
tion ; and there is opened to us, also, a noble pursuit, 
to which the spirit of the times strongly invites us. 
Our proper business is improvement. Let our age 
be the age of improvement. In a day of peace, let 
us advance the arts of peace and the works of peace. 
Let us develop the resources of our land, call forth 
its powers, build up its institutions, promote all its 
great interests, and see whether we also, in our day 
and generation, may not perform something worthy 
to be remembered. Let us cultivate a true spirit of 
union and harmony. In pursuing the great objects,, 
which our condition points out to us, let us act ijnder 
a settled conviction, and an habitual feeling, that 
these twenty-four states are one country. Let our 
conceptions be enlarged to the circle of our duties. 
Let us extend our ideas over the whole of the vast 
field in which we are called to act. Let our object 
be, OIJB COUNTRY. OUR WHOLE COUNTRY, 
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AND NOTHING BUT OUK COUNTEY. And, by 
the blessing of God, may that country itself become 
a vast and splendid Monument, not of oppression and 
terror, but of Wisdom, of Peace and of Liberty, upon 
which the world may gaze, with admiration, forever. 



Edgar Allan Foe (1809-1849) 

THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER 


Son coour est nn iutb suspendu ; 

Sitdt qu’on le touche il r^sonne. 

Berangke. 

During the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless 
day in the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung 
oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing 
alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary tract 
of country ; and at length found myself, as the shades 
of the evening drew on, within view of the melan- 
choly House of Usher. I know not how it was — but, 
with the first glimpse of the building, a sense of 
insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say insuffer- 
able ; for the feeling was unrelieved by any of that 
half-pleasurable, because poetic, sentiment with which 
the mind usually receives even the sternest natural 
images of the desolate or terrible. I looked upon the 
scene before me — upon the mere house, and the simple 
landscape features of the domain, upon the bleak 
walls, upon the vacant eye-like windows, upon a few 
rank sedges, and upon a few white trunks of decayed 
trees — with an utter depression of soul which I can 
compare to no earthly sensation more properly than 
to the after-dream of the reveller upon opium : 
the bitter lapse into everyday life, the hideous drop- 
ping off of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a 
sickening of the heart, an unredeemed dreariness of 
thought which no goading of the imagination could 
torture into aught of the sublime. What was it — I 
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paused to think — whkt was it that so unnerved me 
in the contemplation of the House of Usher?* It was 
a mystery all insoluble ; nor could I grapple with the 
shadowy fancies i;hat crowded upon me as I pondered. 
1 was forced to fail back upon the unsatisfactory con- 
clusion, that while, beyond doubt, there are combina- 
tions of very simple natural objects which have the 
power of thus affecting us, still the analysis of this 
power lies among considerations beyond our depth. It 
was possible, I reflected, that a mere different arrange- 
ment of the particulars of the scene, of the details of 
the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps 
to annihilate, its capacity for sorrowful impression; 
and acting upon this idea, I reined my horse to the 
precipitous brink of a black and lurid tarn that lay in 
unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and gazed down — 
but with a shudder even more thrilling than before — 
upon the remodelled and inverted images of the gray 
sedge, and the ghastly tree-stems, and the vacant and 
eye -like windows. 

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now pro- 
posed to myself a sojourn of some weeks. Its 
proprietor, Koderick Usher, had been one of my boon 
companions in boyhood ; but many years had elapsed 
since our last meeting. A letter, however, had lately 
reached me in a distant part of the country — a letter 
from him — which in its wildly importunate nature had 
admitted of no other than a personal reply. The MS. 
gave evidence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke 
of acute bodily illness, of a mental disorder which 
oppressed him, and of an earnest desire to see me, as 
his best and indeed his only personal friend, with a 
view of attempting, by the cheerfulness of my society, 
some alleviation of his malady. It was the manner 



74 


PEOSE SELECTIONS 


in which all this, and much more, was said — it was 
the apparent heart that went with his request — which 
allowed me no room for hesitation ; and I accordingly 
obeyed forthwith what I still considered a very 
singular summons. 

Although as boys we had been even intimate 
associates, yet I really knew little of my friend. His 
reserve had been always excessive and habitual. I 
was aware, however, that his very ancient family had 
been noted, time out of mind, for a peculiar sensibility 
df temperament, displaying itself, through long ages, 
in many works of exalted art, and manifested of late 
in repeated deeds of munificent yet unobtrusive 
charity, as well as in a passionate devotion to the 
intricacies, perhaps even more than to the orthodox 
and easily recognisable beauties, of musical science. I 
had learned, too, the very remarkable fact that the 
stem of the Usher race, all time -honored as it was, 
had put forth at no period any enduring branch; in 
other words, that the entire family lay in the direct 
line of descent, and had always, with very trifling and 
very temporary variation, so lain. It was this de^fi- 
ciency, I considered, while running over in thought the 
perfect keeping of the character of the premises with 
the accredited character of the people, and while 
speculating upon the possible influence which the one, 
in the long lapse of centuries, might have exercised 
upon the other — it was this deficiency, perhaps, of 
collateral issue, and the consequent undeviating trans- 
mission from sire to son of the patrimony with the 
name, which had, at length, so identified the two as 
to merge the original title of the estate in the quaint 
and equivocal appellation of the “ House of Usher '' 
— an appellation which seemed to include, in the 
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minds of the peasantry who used it, both the family 
and the family mansion. 

I have said that the sole effect of my somewhat 
childish experiment, that of looking down within the 
tarn, had been to deepen the first singular impression. 
There can be no doubt that the consciousness of the 
rapid increase of my superstition — for why should I 
not so term it? — served mainly to accelerate the 
increase itself. Such, I have long known, is the 
paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror as a 
basis. And it might have been for this reason only, 
that, when I again uplifted my eyes to the house 
itself, from its image in the pool, there grew in my 
mind a strange fancy — a fancy so ridiculous, indeed, 
that I but mention it to show the vivid force of the 
sensations which oppressed me. I had so worked upon 
my imagination as really to believe that about the 
whole mansion and domain there hung an atmosphere 
peculiar to themselves and their immediate vicinity : 
an atmosphere which had no affinity with the air of 
heaven, but which had reeked up from the decayed 
trees, and the gray wall, and the silent tarn : a 
pestilent and mystic vapor, dull, sluggish, faintly 
discernible, and leaden -hued. 

Shaking off from my spirit what must have beeu 
a dream, I scanned more narrowly the real aspect of 
the building. Its principal feature seemed to be that 
of an excessive antiquity. The discoloration of ages 
had been great. Minute fungi overspread the whole 
exterior, hanging in a fine tangled web work from the 
eaves. Yet all this was apart from any extraordinary 
dilapidation. No portion of the masonry had fallen; 
and there appeared to be a wild inconsistency between 
its still perfect adaptation of parts and the crumbling 



76 


PROSE SELECTIONS 


condition of the individual stones. In this there was 
much that reminded one of the specious totality of 
old wood-work which has rotted for long year§ in 
some neglected vault, with no disturbance from the 
breath of the external air. Beyond this indication of 
extensive decay, however, the fabric gavfe little token 
of instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing obser- 
ver might have discovered a barely perceptible fissure, 
which, extending from the roof of the building in fron^ 
made its way down the wall in a zigzag direction,^ 
until it became lost in the sullen waters of the tarn. 

Noticing these things, I rode over a short cause- 
way to the house. A servant in waiting took my 
horse, and I entered the Gothic archway of the hall. 
A valet, of stealthy step, thence conducted me, in 
silence, through many dark and intricate passages in 
my progress to the studio of his master. Much that 
I encountered on the way contributed, I know 
not how, to heighten the vague sentiments of which 
I have already spoken. While the objects around 
me — while the carvings of the ceilings, the sombre 
tapestries of the walls, the ebon blackness of the 
floors, and the phantasmagoric armorial trophies which 
rattled as I strode, were but matters to which, or to 
such as which, I had been accustomed from my 
infancy — while I hesitated not to acknowledge how 
familiar was all this — 1 still wondered to find how 
unfamiliar were the fancies which ordinary images 
were stirring up. On one of the staircases, I met the 
physician of the family! His countenance, I thought, 
wore a mingled expression of low cunning and per- 
plexity. He accosted me with trepidation and passed 
on. The valet now threw open a door and ushered me 
into the presence of his master. 
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The room in which^I found myself was very large 
and lofty. The windows were long, nanrow, and 
pointed, and at so vast a distance from the black 
oaken door as to be altogether inaccessible from 
within. T’eeble gleams of encrimsoned light made 
their way through the trelhsed panes, and served to 
render sufficiently distinct the more prominent objects 
around ; the eye, however, struggled in vain to reach 
the remoter angles of the chamber, or the recesses of 
^e vaulted and fretted ceiling. Dark draperies hung 
upon the walls. The general furniture was profuse, 
comfortless, antique, and tattered. Many books and 
musical instruments lay scattered about, but failed to 
give any vitality to the scene. I felt that I breathed 
an atmosphere of sorrow. An air of stern, deep, and 
irredeemable gloom hung over and pervaded all. 

Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a sofa on 
which he had been lying at full length, and greeted 
me with a vivacious warmth which had much in it, I 
at first thought, of an overdone cordiality — of the 
constrained effort of the ennuye man of the world. A 
glance, however, at his countenance, convinced me of 
his perfect sincerity. We sat down ; and for some 
moments, while he spoke not, I gazed upon him with 
a feeling half of pity, half of awe. Surely man had 
never before so terribly altered, in so brief a period, 
as had Roderick Usher ! It was with difficulty that I 
could bring myself to admit the identity of the wan 
being before me with the companion of my early boy- 
hood. Yet the character of his face had been at all 
times remarkable. A cadaverousness of complexion; 
an eye large, liquid, and luminous beyond comparison ; 
lips somewhat thin and very pallid, but of a 
surpassingly beautiful curve ; a nose of a delicate 
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Hebrew model, but with a brt^adtb of nostril unusual 
in similar formations ; a finely moulded chin, speak- 
ing, in its want of prominence, of a want of moral 
energy ; hair of a more than web-like softness and 
tenuity; these features, with an inordinate expansion 
, above the regions of the temple, made up altogether 
a countenance not easily to be forgotten. And now 
in the mere exaggeration of the prevailing character 
of these features, and of the expression they were 
wont to convey, lay so much of change that I doubted 
to whom I spoke. The now ghastly pallor of the 
skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the eye, above 
all things startled and even awed me. The silken 
hair, too, had been suffered to grow all unheeded, and 
as, in its wild gossamer texture, it floated rather than 
fell about the face, I could not, even with effort, 
connect its arabesque expression with any idea of 
simple humanity. 

In the manner of my friend I was at once struck 
with an incoherence, an inconsistency ; and I soon 
found this to arise from a series of feeble and futile 
struggles to overcome an habitual trepidahcy, an 
excessive nervous agitation. For something of this 
nature I had indeed been prepared, no less by his 
letter than by reminiscences of certain boyish traits, 
and by conclusions deduced from his peculiar physical 
conformation and temperament. His action was 
alternately vivacious and sullen. His voice varied 
rapidly from a tremulous indecision (when the animal 
spirits seemed utterly in abeyance) to that species of 
energetic concision — ^that abrupt, weighty, unhurried, 
and, hollow-sounding enunciation — that leaden, self- 
balanced and perfectly modulated guttural utterance — 
which may be observed in the lost drunkard, or the 
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irreclaimable eater of opium, during the periods of 
his most intense excitement. 

It was thus that he spoke of the object of my 
visit, of his earnest desire to see me, and of the solace 
he expected me to afford him. He entered, at some 
length, into what he conceived to be the nature of his 
malady. It was, he said, a constitutional and a family 
evil, and one for which he despaired to find a remedy 
— a mere nervous affection, he immediately added, 
which would undoubtedly soon pass off. It displayed 
itself in a host of unnatural sensations. Some of 
these, as he detailed them, interested and bewildered 
me ; although, perhaps, the terms and the general 
manner of the narration had their weight. He 
suffered much from a morbid acuteness of the senses ; 
the most insipid food was alone endurable > he could 
wear only garments of certain texture ; the odors of 
all flowers were oppressive ; his eyes were tortured by 
even a faint light ; and there were but peculiar sounds, 
and these from stringed instruments, which did not 
inspire him with horror. 

To an anomalous species of terror I found him a 
bounden slave. '' I shall perish,'' said he, “ I must 
perish in this deplorable folly. Thus, thus, and not 
otherwise, shall I be lost. I dread the events of the 
future, not in themselves, but in their results. I 
shudder at the thought of any, even the most trivial, 
incident, which may operate upon this intolerable 
agitation of soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence of 
danger, except in its absolute effect — in terror. In 
this unnerved — in this pitiable condition, I feel that 
the period will sooner or later arrive when I must 
abandon life and reason together, in some struggle 
with the grim phantash, FEAB." 
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I learned moreover at intervals, and through 
broken and equivocal hints, another singular feature of 
his mental condition. He was enchained by certain 
superstitious impressions in regard to the dwelling 
which he tenanted, and whence, for many years, he 
had never ventured forth — in regard to an influence 
whose supposititious force was conveyed in terms too 
shadowy here to be re-stated — an influence which 
some peculiarities in the mere form and substance of 
his family mansion, had, by dint of long sufferance,, 
he said, obtained over his spirit — an effect which the 
physique of the gray walls and turrets, and of the 
dim tarn into which they all looked down, had, at 
length, brought about upon the morale of his existence.. 

He admitted, however, although with hesitation,, 
that much of the peculiar gloom which thus afflicted 
him could be traced to a more natin*al and far more 
palpable origin — to the severe and long- continued 
illness, indeed to the evidently approaching dissolu- 
tion, of a tenderly beloved sister — his sole companion 
for long years, his last and only relative on earth. 
“ Her decease,*' he said, with a bitterness which T 
can never forget, ‘ * would leave him (him the hopeless 
and the frail) the last of the ancient race of the 
Ushers.” While he spoke, the lady Madeline (for sa 
was she called) passed slowly through a remote por- 
tion of the apartment, and, without having noticed 
my presence, disappeared. I regarded her with an 
utter astonishment not unmingled with dread, and 
yet I found it impossible to account for such feelings. 
A sensation of stupor oppressed me, as my eyea 
followed her retreating steps. When a door, at length, 
closed upon her, my glance sought instinctively and 
eagerly the countenance of the brother; but he had 
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buried his face in h‘s hands, and I could only perceive 
that a far more than ordinary wanness had overspread 
the emaciated fingers through which trickled man/ 
passionate tears. 

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled 
the skill of her physicians. A settled apathy, a 
grad 11 al wasting avay of the person, and frequent 
although transient affections of a partially cataleptical 
clijiracter, were the unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she 
had steadily borne up against the pressure of her 
malady, and had not betaken herself finally to bed; 
hurt, «.)ii the closing in of the evening of my arrival at 
the iiouse, she succumbed (as her brother told me at 
night with inexpressible agitation) to the prostrating 
powtr of the destroyer ; and I learned that the 
gliuij)s»:‘ I had obtained of her person would thus 
probably be the last I should obtain — that the lady, 
at least while living, would be seen by me no more. 

For several days ensuing, her name was unmen- 
lioued by either Usher or myself ; and during this 
[leriod I was busied in earnest endeavors to alleviate 
the melancholy of nn^ friend. We painted and read 
together; or I listened, as if in a dream, to the wild 
improvisations of his speaking guitar. And thus, as 
M closer and still closer intimacy admitted me more 
unreservedly into the recesses of his spirit, the more 
bitterly did I perceive the futility of all attempt at 
cheering a mind from which darkness, as if an in- 
herent positive quality, poured forth upon all objects 
of the moral and physical universe, in one unceasing 
radiation of gloom. 

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the many 
solemn hours I thus spent alone with the master of 
the House of Usher. Yet I should fail in any attempt 
6 
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to convey an idea of the exact character of the studies, 
or of the occupations, in which he involved me, or led 
me the way. An excited and highly distem|)ered 
ideality threw a sulphureous lustre over all. His 
long improvised dirges will ring forever in my ears.* 
Among other things, I hold painfully in mind a certain 
singular perversion and amplification of the wild air 
of the last waltz of Von Weber. From the paintings 
over which his elaborate fancy brooded, and which 
grew, touch by touch, into vaguenesses at which I 
shuddered the more thrillingly because I shuddered 
knowing not why ; — from these paintings (vivid* as 
their images now are before me) I would in vain 
endeavor to educe more than a small portion which 
should lie within the compass of merely written words. 
By the utter simplicity, by the nakedness of his 
designs, he arrested and overawed attention. If ever 
mortal painted an idea, that mortal was Boderick 
Usher. For me at least, in the circumstances then 
surrounding me, there arose, out of the pure abstrac- 
tions which the hypochondriac contrived to throw upon 
his canvas, an intensity of int<^rable awe, no shadow 
of which felt I ever yet in the contemplation of the 
certainly glowing yet too concrete reveries of Fuseli. 

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my 
friend, partaking not so rigidly of the spirit of 
abstraction, may be shadowed forth, although feebly, 
in words. A small picture presented the interior of 
an immensely long and rectangular vault or tunnel, 
with low walls, smooth, w^hite, and without interrup- 
tion or device. Certain accessory points of the design 
served well to convey the idea that this excavation 
lay at an exceeding depth below the surface of the 
earth. No outlet was observed in any portion of its 
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vast extent, and no torch or other artificial source of 
light was discernible ; yet a flood of intense rays 
rolled throughout, .and bathed the whole in a ghastly 
and inappropriate splendor. 

I have just spoken of that morbid condition of 
the auditory nerve which rendered all music intoler- 
able to the sufferer, with the exception of certain 
effects of stringed instruments. It was, perhaps, the 
narrow limits to which he thus confined himself upon 
the guitar, which gave birth, in great measure, to the 
fantastic character of his performances. But the 
fervid facility of his impromptus could not be so 
accounted ♦for. They must have been, and were, in 
the notes, as well as in the words of his wild fantasias 
(for he not unfrequently accompanied himself with 
rhymed verbal improvisations), the result of that 
intense mental collectedness and concentration to 
which I have previously alluded as observable only 
in particular moments of the highest artificial excite- 
ment. The words of one of these rhapsodies I have 
easily remembered. I was, perhaps, the more forcibly 
impressed with it, as he gave it, because, in the under 
or mystic current of its meaning, I fancied that I 
perceived, and for the first time, a full consciousnes.s, 
on the part of Usher, of the tottering of his lofty 
reason upon her throne. The verses, which were 
entitled The Haunted Palace,*' ran very nearly, if 
not accurately, thus: — 


I 

In the greenest of our valleys 
By good angels tenanted. 

Once a fair and stately palace — 
Kadiant palace — reared its head. 
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In the monarch Thought’s dominion. 

It stood there ; 

Never seraph spread a pinion 
Over fabric half so fair. 

II 

Banners yellou', glorious, golden, 

On its roof did float and flow, 

(This — all this — was in the olden 
Time long ago) 

And every gentle air that dallied, 

In that sweet day, 

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 
A winged odor went away. 

III 

Wanderers in that happy valley 

Through two luminous windov\ s saw 

Spirits moving musically 
To a lute’s well-tuned law, 

Kourid about a throne where, sitting, 
Porphy rogene . 

In state his glory well befitting, 

The ruler ot the realm was seen. 


IV 

And all with pearl and ruby glowing 
Was the fair palace door, 

Through w hich came flowing, flowing, flowing, 
And sparkling evermore, 

A troop of Echoes whose sw eet duty 
Was but to sing, 

In voices of surpassing beauty, 

The wit and wisdom of their king. 
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V 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 

Assailed the monarch’s high estate; 

(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow 
Shall dav^Ti upon him, desolate!) 

And round about bis home the glory 
That blushed and bloomed 
Is but a dim -remembered story 
Of the old time entomberh 

VI 

Aiid travellers now witlnin that valley 
Through the red-litten windows see 
Vast forms that move fantastically 
To a. discordant melody ; 

While, like a ghastly rapid river, 

Through the pale door 
A hideous throng rush out forever, 

And la\igh — but smile no more. 

I well rememb(-r that suggestions arising from 
this ballad led us into a train of thought, wherein 
there became manifest an opinion of Usher’s which 
I mention not so much on account of its novelty (for 
other men* have thought thus), as on account of the 
pertinacity with which he maintained it. This 
opinion, in its general form, was that of the sentience 
of all vegetable things. But in his disordered fancy 
the idea had assumed a more daring character, and 
trespassed, under certain conditions, upon the king- 
dom of inorganization. I lack words to express the 


* Watson, Dr. Poreival, Spallanzani, and especially the 
Bishop of Landaff. — See “ Chemical Essays,’’ Vol. V. 
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full extent, or the earnest abandon of his persuasion. 
The belief, however, was connected (as I have 
previously hinted) with the gray stones of the 
home of his forefathers. The conditions of the 
sentience had been here, he imagined, fulfilled in the 
method of collocation of these stones — in the order of 
their arrangement, as well as in that of the many 
fungi which overspread them, and of the decayed 
trees which stood around — above all, in the long 
undisturbed endurance of this arrangement, and in 
its reduplication in the still waters of the tarn. Its 
evidence — ^the evidence of the sentience — was to be 
seen, he said — (and I here started as he spoke), in the 
gradual yet certain condensation of an atmosphere of 
their own about the waters and the walls. The result 
was discoverable, he added, in that silent, yet impor- 
tunate and terrible influence which for centuries had 
moulded the destinies of his family, and which made 
him what I now saw him — what he was. Such 
opinions need no comment, and I will make none. 

Our books — the books which, for years, had 
formed no small portion of the mental existence of 
the invalid — were, as might be supposed, in strict 
keeping with this character of phantasm. We pored 
together over such works as the Ververt and 
Chartreuse of Cresset; the Belphegor of Machiavelli ; 
the Heaven and Hell of Swedenborg ; the Subter- 
ranean Voyage of Nicholas Klimin by Holberg ; the 
Chiromancy of Eobert Flud, of Jean DTndagin^, and 
of Dela Chambre; the Journey into the Blue Dis- 
tance of Tieck; and the City of the Sun of Cam- 
panella. One favorite volume was a small octavo 
edition of the Direciorinm Inqumtoriim , by the 
Dopainican Ey meric de Oironne ; and there were 
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passages in Pomponius Mela, about the old African 
Satyrs and iEgipans, over which Usher would sit 
dreaming for hours. .His chief delight, however, was 
found in the perusal of an exceedingly rare and 
curious book in quarto Gothic — the manual of a 
forgotten church — the Vigilm Mortuorum secundum 
chorum Ecclesice Maquntince. 

I could not help thinking of the wild ritual of 
this work, and of its probable influence upon the 
hypochondriac, when one evening, having informed 
me abruptly that the lady Madeline was no more, he 
stated his intention of preserving her corpse for a 
fortnight (previously to its final interment), in one 
of the numerous vaults within the main walls of the 
building. The worldly reason, however, assigned for 
the singular proceeding, was on which I did not 
feel at liberty to dispute. The brother had been led 
io his resolution (so he told me) by consideration of 
the unusual character of the malady of lAie deceased, 
of certain obtrusive and eager inquiries on the part 
of her medical men, and of the remote and exposed 
situation of the burial-ground of the family. I will 
not deny that when I called to mind the sinister 
countenance of the person whom I met upon the stair- 
case, on the day of my arrival at the house, I had no 
desire to oppose whaU I regarded as at best but a 
harmless, and by no means an unnatural precaution. 

At the request of Usher, I personally aided him 
in the arrangements for the temporary entombment. 
The body having been encoflSned, we two alone bore 
it to its rest. The vault in which we placed it (and 
which had been so long unopened that our torches, 
half smothered in its oppressive atmosphere, gave us 
little opportunity for investigation) was small, damp, 
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and entirely without means of admission for lioht ; 
lying, at great depth, immediately beneath that 
portion of the building in which was my own 
sleeping apartment. It had been used, apparently, 
in remote feudal times, for the worst purposes of a 
donjon-keep, and in later days as a place of deposit 
for powder, or some other highly combustible sub* 
stance, as a portion of its floor, and the whole interior 
of a long archway through which we reached it, w(‘re 
carefully sheathed with copper. The door, of lUMssive 
iron, had been, also, similarly protected. Its 
immense weight caus(‘d an unusually sharj) grating 
sound, as it moved upon its hinges. 

Having deposited our mournful burden upon 
tressels within this region of horror, we partially 
turned aside the yet unscrewed lid of the coffin, and 
looked upon the face of the tenant. A striking 
similitude between the brother and sister now first 
arrested by attention; and Usher, divining, perhaps, 
my’^ thoughts, murmured out some few words from 
which I learned that the deceased and himself had 
been twins, and that sympathies of a scarcely intelli- 
gible nature had always existed between them. Our 
glances, however, rested not long upon the dead — for 
we could not regard her unawed. The disease which 
had thus entombed the lady in tlie maturity of youth, 
had left, as usual in all maladies of a strictly cata- 
leptical character, the mockery of a faint blush upon 
the bosom and the face, and that suspiciously linger- 
ing smile upon the lip which is so terrible in death. 
We replaced and screwed down the lid, and, having 
secured the door of iron, made our way, with toil, 
into the scarely less gloomy apartments of the upper 
portion of the house. 



POE 89 

And now, some days of bitter grief having 
elapsed, an observable change came over the features 
of the mental disorder of my friend. His ordinary 
iiianner had vanished. His ordinary occupations were 
necdocted or forgotten. He roamed from chamber to 
chamber with hurried, imequal, and objectless step. 
The pallor of his countenance had assumed, if possible, 
a more ghastly hue — but the luminousness of his eye 
had xittcTly gone out. The once occasional huskiness 
of his tone was heard no more ; and a tremulous 
quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitually character- 
ized his utterance. There were times, indeed, when I 
thought his unceasingly agitated mind was laboring 
with some oppressive secret, to divulge which he 
struggled for the necessary courage. At times, again, 
I was obliged to resolve all into the mere inexplicable 
vagaries of madness, for I beheld him gazing upon 
vacancy for long hours, in an attitude of the pro- 
foundest attention, as if listening to some imaginary 
sound. It was no wonder that his condition terrified 
— that it infected me. I felt creeping upon me, by 
slow yet certain degrees, the wild influences of his own 
fantastic yet impressive superstitions. 

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in 
the night of the seventh or eighth day after the 
placing of the lady Madeline within the donjon, that 
I experienced the full power of such feelings. Sleep 
came not near \riy couch, while the hours waned and 
waned away. I struggled to reason off the nervous- 
ness which had dominion over me. I endeavored to 
believe that much, if not all, of what I felt was 
due to the bewildering influence of the gloomy 
furniture of the room — of the dark and tattered 
draperies which, tortured into motion by the breath 
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of a rising tempest, swayed fitfully to and fro upon 
the walls, and rustled uneasily about the decorations 
of the bed. But my efforts were fruitless. An 
irrepressible tremor gradually pervaded my frame ; 
and at length there sat upon my very heart an 
incubus of utterly causeless alarm. Shaking this off 
with a gasp and a struggle, I uplifted myself upon 
the pillows, and, peering earnestly within the intense 
darkness of the chamber, hearkened — I know not 
why, except that an instinctive spirit prompted me — 
to certain low and indefinite sounds which came, 
through the pauses of the storm, at long intervals, I 
knew not whence. Overpowered by an intense 
sentiment of horror, unaccountable yet unendurable, 
I threw on my clothes with haste (for I felt that I 
should sleep no ffiore during the night), and endea- 
vored to arouse myself from the pit able condition into 
which I had fallen, by pacing rapidly to and fro 
through the apartment. 

I had taken but few turns in this manner, when 
a light step on an adjoining staircase arrested my 
attention. I presently recognized it as that of 
Usher. In an instant afterward he rapped with a 
gentle touch at my door, and entered, bearing a lamp. 
His countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan — 
but, moreover, there was a species of mad hilarity in 
his eyes — an evidently restrained hysteria in his whole 
demeanor. His air appalled me — but anything was 
preferable to the solitude which I had so long 
endured, and I even welcomed his presence as a relief. 

And you have not seen it?” he said abruptly, 
after having stared about him for some moments in 
silence — “ you have not then seen it? — ^but, stay ! you 
shall.” Thus speaking, and having carefully shaded 
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liis lamp, he hurried to one of the casements, and 
threw it freely open to the storm. 

The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly 
lifted us from our feet. It was, indeed, a tempes- 
tuous yet sternly beautiful night, and one wildly 
singular in ^its terror and its beauty. A whirlwind 
had apparently collected its force in our vicinity ; 
for there were frequent and violent alterations in the 
direction of the wind ; and the exceeding density of 
the clouds (which hung so low as to press upon the 
turrets of the house) did not prevent our perceiving 
the life-like velocity with which they flew careering 
from all points against each other, without passing 
away into the distance. I say that even their exceed- 
ing density did not prevent our perceiving this ; yet 
we had no glimpse of the moon or strars, nor was there 
any flashing forth of the lightning. But the under 
surfaces of the huge masses of agitated vapor, as well 
as all terrestrial objects immediately around us, were 
glowing in the unnatural light of a faintly luminous 
and distinctly visible gaseous exhalation which hung 
about and enshrouded the mansion. 

‘ ‘ You must not — you shall not behold this I ' ’ 
said I, shudderingly, to Usher, as I led him with a 
gentle violence from the wdndowr to a seat. ‘‘ These 
appearances, wdiich bewilder you, are merely electrical 
phenomena not uncommon — or it may be that they 
have their ghastly origin in the rank miasma of the 
tarn. Let us close this casement; the air is chilling 
and dangerous to your frame. Here is one of your 
favorite romances. I will read, and you shall listen ; 
— and so we wdll pass away this terrible night together. 

The antique volume which I had taken up was 
the '' Mad Trist " of Sir Launcelot Camming ; but I 
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had callod ifc a favorite of Uahcr’s more in sad jest 
than in earnest ; for, in truth, there is little in its 
uncouth and unimaginative prolixity which could have 
had interest for the lofty and spiritual ideality of my 
l^riend. It was, however, the only book immediately 
at hand ; and I indulged a vague hope that the excite- 
ment which now agitated the hypochondriac might 
find relief (for the history of mental disorder is full 
of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness of the 
folly which I should read. Could I have judged, 
indeed, by the wild overstrained air of vivacity with 
which he hearkened, or apparently hearkened, to the 
words of tale, I might well have congratulated myself 
upon the success of my design. 

I had arrived at that well-known portion of the 
story where Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, having 
songht in vain for peaceable admission into the 
d^velling of ihe hermit, proceeds to make good an 
entrance by force. Here, it will bo remembered, the 
words of the narrative run thus : — 

And Ethelred, who was by nature of a dougldy heart, inid 
who was now mighty withal, on account of the powerfulness of 
the wine which he had drunken, waited no longer to hold parley 
witli the hermit, who, in sooth, w’as of an obstinate and malice- 
ful turn, hut, feeling the rain upon his shoulders, and fearing 
the rising of the tempest, uplifted Ids mace outright, and witli 
blows made quickly room in the plankings of tlie door for his 
gauntleted hand ; and now pulling therewith sturdily, he so 
cracked, Und ripped, and tore all asunder, that the noise of the 
dry and hollow-sounding wood alarumed and reverberated 
throughout the forest.” 

At the termination of this sentence I started, 
and for a moment paused ; for it appeared to me 
(although I at once concluded that my excited fancy 
had deceived me) — it appeared to me that from some 
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very remqte portion of the mansion there came^ 
indistinctly, to my ears, what might have been, in its 
exact similarity of character, the echo (but a stifled 
and dull one certainly) of the very cracking and ripping 
sound which Sir Launcelot had so particularly 
described. It was, beyond doubt, the coincidence 
alone which had arrested my attention ; for, amid 
the rattling of the sashes of the casements, and the 
ordinary commingled noises of the still increasing 
storm, the sound, in itself, had nothing, surely, whicK 
should have interested or disturbed me. I continued 
the story : - — 

But the good champion Ethelred, now entering 
■\sithin the door, was sore enraged and amazed to 
perceive no signal of the maliceful hermit ; but, in the 
stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly and prodigious 
demeanor, and of a fiery tongue, which sate in guard 
before a x>alace of gold, with a floor of silver; and 
upon the wall there hung a shield of shining brass with 
this legend en writ ten — 

Wiio eiitfivtli lierein, a coaqueror hath bin ; 

Who slayotli the dragon, the shield he shall win. 

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the 
head of the dragon, which fell before him, and gave 
up his pesty breath, with a shriek so horrid and harsh, 
and withal so j^iercing, that Ethelred had fain to 
close his ears with his hands against the dreadful noise 
of it, the like whereof was never before heard.'' 

Here again I paused abruptly, and now with a 
feeling of wild amazement; for there could be no 
doubt whatever that, in this instance, I did actually 
hear (although from what direction it proceeded I 
found it impossible to say) a low and apparently 
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distant, but harsh, protracted, and most unusual 
screaming or grating sound — ^the exact counterpart of 
what my fancy had already conjured up for the 
dragon’s unnatural shriek as described by *the 
romancer. 

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence 
of this second and most extraordinary coincidence, by 
a thousand conflicting sensations, in which wonder 
and extreme terror were predominant, I still retained 
sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting, by any 
observation, the sensitive nervousness of my com- 
panion. I was by no means certain that he had 
noticed the sounds in question; although, assuredly, 
a strange alteration had during the last few minutes 
taken place in his demeanor. From a position front- 
ing my own, he hadT gradually brought round his 
chair, so as to sit with his face to the door of the 
chamber; and thus I could but partially perceive Sis 
features, although I saw that his lips trembled as if 
he were murmuring inaudibly. His head had dropped 
upon his breast — yet I knew that he was not asleep, 
from the wide and rigid opening of the eye as I 
caught a glance of it in profile. The motion of his 
body, too, was at variance with this idea — for he 
rocked from side to side with a gentle yet constant 
and uniform sway. Having rapidly taken notice of 
all this, I resumed the narrative of Sir Launcelot, 
which thus proceeded : — 

“ And now, the champion, having escaped from the 
terrible fury of the dragon, bethinking himself of the 
brazen shield, and of the breaking up of the enchant- 
ment which was upon it, removed the carcass" frem 
out of the way before him, and approached valorous- 
ly over the silver pavement of the castle to where the 
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ahield was upon the wall ; which in sooth tarried not 
for his full coming, but fell down at his feet upon 
the silver floor, with a mighty great and terrible 
ringing sound.” 

No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than 
— as if a shield of brass had indeed, at the moment, 
fallen heavily upon a floor of silver — I became aware 
of a distinct, hollow, metallic and clangorous, yet 
apparently muffled reverberation. Completely un- 
nerved, I leaped to my feet ; but the measured rocking 
movement of Usher was undisturbed. I rushed to 
the chair in which he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly 
before him, and throughout his whole countenance 
there reigned a stony rigidity. But, as I placed my 
hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong shudder 
over his whole person; a sickly smile quivered about 
his lips; and I saw that he spoke in a low, hurried, 
and gibbering murmur,^ as if unconscious of my 
presence. Bending closely over him, I at length 
drank in the hideous import of his words. 

” Not hear it? — yes, I hear it and have heard it. 
Long — long — long — many minutes, many hours, 
many days, have I heard it — yet I dared not — oh, 
pity me, miserable wretch that I am ! — I dared not — 
I dared not speak! We have put her living in the 
tomb! Said I not that my senses were acute? I noio 
tell you that I heard her first feeble movements in 
the hollow coffin. I heard them — many, many days 
ago — yet I dared not — I dared not speak! And now — 
to-night — Ethelred — ha ! ha ! — the breaking of the 
hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and 
the clangor of the shield ! — say, rather, the rending of 
her coffin, and the grating of the iron hinges of her 
prison, and her struggles within the coppered archway 
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of the vault! Oh, whither . shall I fly? Will she 
not be here anon? Is she not hurrying to upbraid me 
for iny haste? Have I not heard her footstep on the 
stair? Do I not . distinguish that heavy and horrible 
beating of her heart? Madman!'’ — here he sprang 
furiously to his feet, and shrieked out his syllables, as- 
if in the effort he were giving up his soul — Madman!" 
I tell you that she now stands without the door!'' 

As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance 
there had been found the potency of a spell, the huge 
antique panels to which the speaker pointed threw' 
slowly back, upon the instant, their ponderous and 
ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing gust — 
but then without those doors there did stand the lofty 
and enshrouded figure of the lady Madeline of Usher. 
There w'as blood upon her wdiite robes, and the evid- 
ence of some bitter struggle upon every portion of her 
emaciated frame. For a moment she remained 
trembling and reeling to and fro upon the threshold — 
then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily irAvard' 
upon the i)erson of her brother, and, in her violent and 
now’ final death-agonies, bore him to the floor a 
corpse, and a victim of the terrors he had anticipated. 

From that cdiainber, and from that mansion, I 
fled aghaisit. Ilie storm w'as still abroad in all its 
wTath as I found myself crossing the old causev/ay. 
Suddenly there shot along the path a wild light, and 
I turned to see w hence a gleam so unusual could have 
issued ; for the vast house and its shadows were alone 
behind me. The radiance w’-as that of the full, setting 
and blood-red moon, which now* shone vividly through 
that once barely -discernible fissure, of which I have 
before spoken as extending from the roof of the build- 
ing, in a zigzag direction, to the base. While I gazed, 
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this fissure rapidly widened — there came a fierce 
breath of the whirlwind — the entire orb of the satel- 
lite burst at once upon my sight — my brain reeled as 
I saw the mighty walls rushing asunder — there was a 
long tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a 
thousand waters — and the deep and dank tarn at my 
feet closed sullenly and silently over the fragments of 
the “ House of UJier,** 



Alexander Smith (1830-1867) 

DIIEAMTHOBP * 

It matters not to relate how or when I became 
a denizen of Dream thorp; it will be sufficient to say 
that I am not a born native, but that I came to reside 
in it a good while ago now. The several towns and 
villages in wBich, in my time, I have pitched a tent 
did not please, for one obscure reason or another : 
this one w^as too large, t’ other too small; but when, 
on a summer evening about the hour of eight, I first 
beheld Dreamthorp, with its westward-looking windows 
painted by sunset, its children playing in the simple 
straggling street, the mothers knitting at the open 
doors, the fathers standing about in long white blouses, 
chatting or smoking ; the great tower of the ruined 
<‘astle rising high into the rosy air, with a whole troop 
of swallows — b\ distance made as small as gnats — 
skimming about its rents and fissures ; — when I first 
beheld all this, I felt instinctively that my knapsack 
might be taken off my shoulders, that my tired leot 
nlight wander no more, that at last, on the planet, T 
had found a home. From that evening I have dw^elt 
here, and the only journey I am like now to make, is 
the very inconsiderable one, so far at least as distance 
is concerned, from the house in which I live to the 
graveyard beside the ruined castle. There, with the 
former inhabitants of the place, I trust to sleep quietly 


* From Dreamthorp, etc,, by kind permission of tbe pub- 
lishers, The Oxford University Press. 
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it 

enough^ and nature will draw over our heads her 
coverlet of green sod, and tenderly tuck us in, as a 
mother her sleeping ones, so that no sound from the 
world shall ever reach us, and no sorrow trouble us 
any more. 

The village stands far inland ; and the streams 
that trot through the soft green valleys all about have 
as little knowledge of the sea, as the three-years* 
child of the storms and passions of manhood. The 
surrounding country is smooth and green, full of 
undulations ; and j^leasant country roads strike 
through it in every diri'ction, bound for distant t^jwns 
and villages, yet in no hurry to reach them. On 
these roads the lark in ^summer is continually heard ; 
nests are plentiful in the hedges and dry ditches ; 
and on the grassy banks, and at the feet of the bLAved 
dikes, the blue-eyed speedwell smiles its benisuu on 
the passing wayfarer. On these roads you may ualk 
for a year and (incounter nothing more remarkable 
t/htin country cart, troops of tawny children from 
the woods, laden with primroses, and at long intervals 
— for people in this distriet live to a ripe age — a i>iack 
funeral creeping in from some remote hamlet ; and to 
this last the ijcople reverently doff their hats and sfand 
aside. Death does not walk about here often, but 
when be does, be receives as much respect as the 
S(]uire liimself. Everything round one is unhurried, 
quiet, moss-grown, and orderly. Season follows in 
the track of season, and one year can hardly be dis- 
i-inguished from another. Time should be measured 
here by the silent .dial, rather than by the ticking 
clock, or by the chimes of the church. Dreamthorp 
can boast of a respectable antiquity, and in it thefi 
trade of the builder is unkno\vn. Ever since I 
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rciiiieinber, not a single stone has been laid on the top 
of another. The castle, inhabited now by jackdaws^ 
I and starlings, is old; the chapel which adjoins it is' 
older still ; and the lake behind both, and in which ' 
their shadows sleep, is, I suppose, as old as Adam. 
A fountain in the market-place, all mouths and faces 
and curious arabesques — as dry, however as the castle 
moat — has a tradition connected with it ; and a great 
noble riding through the street one day several hun- 
dred years ago, was shot from a window by a man 
^ whom he had injured. The death of this noble is the 
chief link which connects the place with authentic 
history. The houses are old, and remote dates may 
yet be deciphered on the stones above the doors ; the 
ap})ie-trees are mossed and ancient; countless genera- 
tions of sparrows have bred in the thatched roofs, and 
thereon have chirped out their lives. In every room 
of the place men have been born, men have died. On 
Dreamthorp centuries, have fallen, and have left .no 
more trace than have last winter's snowflakes. This 
commonplace sequence and flowing on of life is im- 
measurably affecting. That winter morning when 
;Oharles lost his head in front of the banqueting-hall 
of his own palace, the icicles hung from the eaves of 
the houses here, and the clown kicked the snowballs 
from his clouted shoon, and thought but of liis supper 
when, at three o’clock, the red sun set in the purple 
aiiist. On that Sunday in June while Waterloo was 
going on, the gossips, after morning service, stood on 
the country roads discussing agricultural prospectss 
without the slightest suspicion that the day passing 
over their heads would be a famous one in the calen- 
dar. Battles have been fought, kings have died, 
historv has transacted itself ; but, all unheeding and 
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untouched, Dream thorp has watched appk -trees 
redden, and wheat ripen, and smoked its pipe, and 
quaffed i^s mug of beer, and rejoiced over its new-born 
children, and wnth proper solemnity carried its dead 
to the churchyard. As I gaze on the village of my 
adoption, I think of many things very far removed, 
and seem to get closer to them. The last setting 
sun that Shakespeare saw' reddened the windows here, 
and struck w^armly on the faces of the hinds coming 
home from the fields. The mighty storm that raged 
while Cromwell hiy a-dying made all the oak-woorls 
groan round about here, and tore the thatch from 
the very roofs I gaze upon. When I think of this, I 
(‘an almost, so to speak, lay my hand on Shakespeare 
and on (h’omw'ell. These poor w'alls w'erc contem- 
])orarios of both, and 1 find something affecting in the 
thought. The mere soil is, (ff course, far older than 
either, b\it it does not touch one in the same w'ay. A 
wall is the creation of a human hand, the soil is not. 

This place suits my w^him, and I like it better 
year after year. As wTth everything else, since I 
began to love it T find it gradually growling beautiful. 
Dreamthorp — a castle, a chapel, a lake, a straggling 
strip of gray liouses, w'ith a blue film of smoke over 
all — lies embosomed in emerald. Summer, with its 
daisies, runs up to every cottage door. From the little 
height wdiere I am now sitting, I see it beneath me. 
Nothing could be more peaceful. The wind and the 
birds fly over it, A passing sunbeam makes brilliant 
a white gable -end, and brings out the colours of the 
blossomed apple-tree beyond, and disappears. I see 
figures in the street, but hear them not. The hands 
on the church clock seem ahvays pointing to one 
hour. Time has fallen asleep in the afternooTi 
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suDsliinc. I make a frame of my fingers, and look at 
my picture. On the walls of the next 
Exhibition will hang nothing half so beautiful. 

My village is, I think, a special favourite of 
summer’s. Every window-sill in it she touches with 
'bSEur^^md fragrance ; everywhere she wakens the 
drowsy murmurs of the hives ; every place she scents 
with apple-blossom. Traces of her hand are to be 
seen on the weir beside the ruined mill ; and even the 
Cjmal, along which the barges come and go, has a 
great white water-lily asleep on its olive-coloured face. 
Never was velvet on a monarch’s robe so gorgeous as 
the green mosses that be-ruff the roofs of farm and 
cottage, when the sunbeam slants on them and goes. 
The old road out towards the common, and the hoary 
dikes that might have been built in the reign of Alfred, 
have not been forgotten by the generous adorning 
season ; for every fissure has its mossy cushion, and 
the old blocks themselves are washed by the loveliest 
gray -green lichens in the world, and the large loose 
stones lying on the ground have gatliered to themselves 
the peacefulest mossy coverings. Some of these have 
not been disturbed for a century. Summer has adorn- 
ed my village as gaily, and taken as much pleasure in 
the task, as tlie people of old, when Elizabeth was 
queen, took in the adornment of the May-pole against 
a summer festival. And, just think, not only Dream- 
thorp, but every English village she has made 
beautiful after one fashion or another — making vivid 
green the hill slope on which straggling white Welsh 
hamlets hang right opposite the sea; dro\sTiing in 
apple-blossom the red Sussex ones in the fat valley. 
And think, once more, CVery spear of grass in Eng- 
land slie has touched ^dth a livelier green ; the crest 
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of every bird she has burnished ; every old wall 
between the four seas has received her mossy and 
licheny attentior.s ; every nook in every forest she has 
sown with pale flowers, every marsh she has dashed 
with the fires of the marigold. And in the wonderful 
night the moon knows, she hangs — the planet on. 
which so many millions of us fight, and sin, and 
agonise, and die — a sphere of glow-worm light. 

Hiiving discoursed so long about Dreamthorp, it 
is but fair that I should now introduce you to her 
lions^ These are, for the most part, of a common- 
place kind ; and I am afraid that, if you wish to find 
roinanco in them, you must bring it with you. I 
might speak of the old chureh-tower, or of the church- 
yard beneat|i it, in wkich tha village holds its dead, 
each resting-place marked by a simple stone, on which 
is inscribed the name and age of the sleeper, and a 
Scripture text beneath, in which live our hopes of 
immortality. But, on the whole, perhaps it will be 
better to begin with the canal, which wears on its 
olive-coloured face the big wkite w^ater-lily already 
chronicled. Such a secluded place is Dreamthorp 
that the railway does not come near, and the canal 
is the only thing that connects it with the world. 
It stands high, and from it the undulating country 
may be seen stretching away into the gray of distance, 
^nth hills and woods, and stains of smoke which 
mark the sites of villages. Every now and then a 
horse comes staggering along the towing-path, trail- 
ing a. sleepy barge filled with merchandise. A quiet, 
indolent life these bargemen lead in the summer days. 
One lies stretched at his length on the sun-heated 
plank ; his comrade sits smoking in the little dog 
hutch, which I suppose he calls a cabin. Silently they 
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come and go; silently the wooden^bridge lifts to lot 
them through. The horse stops at the bridge-house 
for a drink, and there I like to walk a little witli 
the men. They served instead of a newspapgl*, tind 
retail with great willingness the news tlie'y have picked 
up in their progress from town to town. I am told 
they sometimes marvel wlio tlie old gentleman is wIkj 
accosts them from beneath a huge umbrella in the 
sun, and that they think liim either very wise or very 
foolish. Not in the least unnatural ! We are great 
friends, I believe — evidence of which they occasionally 
exhibit by requesting me to disburse a trifle for drink- 
money. This canal is a great haunt of mine "of an 
evening. The water hardly invites one to bathe in it, 
and a delicate stomach might suspect the flavour of 
the eels caught therein ; yet, to my thinking, it is not 
in the least destitute of beauty. A barge trailing u]^ 
through it in the sunset is a pretty sight ; and the 
heavenly crimsons and purples sleep quite lovingly 
upon its glossy ripples. Nor does the evening star 
disdain it, for as J walk along I sec it mirrored therein 
as clearly as in the waters of the Mediterranean itself. 

The old castle and chapc‘l already alluded to ai-e, 
perhaps, to a straugcw, the points of attraction in 
Dreamthorp. Back from the houses is the lake, on 
the green sloping banks of which, with brf)ken 
windows and tombs, the ruins stand. As it is noon, 
and the \ceather is warm, lot us go and sit on a 
turret. Here, on these vtTy steps, as old ballads tell, 
a queen sat once, day after day, looking" southward 
for the light of returning spears. I bethink me that 
yesterday, no further gone, I went to visit a con- 
sumptive f here I can single out 

his very house, nay, the very window of the room in 



SMITH 


105 


which he is lying. On that straw roof might the 
raven alight, and dap his sable wings. There, at this 
moment is the supreme tragedy being enacted. A 
woman is weeping there, and little children are looking 
on with a sore bewilderment. Before nightfall the 
poor peaked face of the bowed artisan will have 
gathered its ineffable peace, and the widow will be led 
away from the bedside by the tenderness of neigli- 
bours, and the cries of the orphan brood will be stilled. 
And yet this present indubitable suffering and loss 
does not touch me like th(‘ sorrow of the woman of 
the ballad, the phantom probably of a minstrel's brain. 
Th(.‘ shoemaker will be forgotten — I shall be forgotten ; 
and long after visitors will sit here and look out on 
the landscape and murmur the simple lines. But 
why do death and dying obtrude themselves dt the 
present moment? On the turret opposite, about the 
distance of a gunshot, is as pretty a sight as oyo 
could wish to see. Two young people, strangers 
apparently, have come to visit the ruin. Neither flic 
ballad queen, nor the shoemaker down yonder, whose 
respirations are getting shorter and shorter, touches 
them in the least. They are merry and happy, and 
the graybeard turret has not the heart to thrust a 
foolish moral upon them. They would not thank him 
if he did, I daresay. Perhaps they could not under- 
stand liim. T^C,,j^pugh ! T,wen1^j^^,rs hence they 
will be able to sit down at his feet, and count griefs 
with him, and tell him tale for tale. Human_,hearts 
get^ in so much less time than stone w\alls 

and towers. See, the young man has thrown himself 
down at the girl’s feet on a little space of grass. Tn 
her scarlet cloak she looks like a blossom springing 
out of a crevice on the ruined steps. He gives her ii 
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er, and she bows her face down over it almost to 
her knees. What did the flower say? Is it to hide 
a blush? He looks delighted; and I almost fancy I 
see a proud colour on his brow. As I gaze, these 
young people make for me a perfect idyl. The 
generous, ungrudging sun, the melancholy ruin, 
decked; like mad Lear, with the flowers and ivies of 
.forgetfulness and grief, and between them, sweet and 
evanescent, human truth and love ! 

J^ve ! — does it yet walk the world, or is it im- 
prisoned in poems and romances? Has not the 
circulating library become the sole home of the 
passion? Is love not become the exclusive property 
of novelists and playwrights, to be used by them Only 
for professional purposes? Surely, if the men I see 
are lovers, or ever have been lovers, they would be 
nobler than they are. The knowledge that he is be- 
loved should — must make a man tender, gentle, 
upright, pure. While yet a youngster in a jacket, I 
c*an remember falling desperately in love with a young 
lady several years my senior — after the fashion of 
youngsters in jackets. Could I have fibbed in these 
davs? Could I have betrayed a comrade? Could I 
have stolen eggs or callow young from the nest? 
Could I have stood quietly by and seen the weak or 
the maimed bullied? Nay, verily! In these absurd 
days she. lighted up the whole world for me. To sit in 
the same room with her was like the happiness of 
perpetual holiday ; when she asked me to run a 
message for her, or to do any, the slightest, service 
for her, I felt as if a patent of nobility were conferred 
on me. I kept my passion to myself, like a cake, and 
nibbled it in private. was several years my 

senior, and had a lover — was, in point of fact, actually 
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engaged and, in looking back, I can remember I was 
too much in love to feel the slightest twinge of 
jealousy. I remember also seeing R pmaQ for the first 
time, and thinking him a greater man than Caesar or 
?!?apQieon. The worth I credited him with, the clever- 
ness, the goodness, the everything I He awed me by 
Ills manner and bearing. He accepted that girl’s love 
cooly and as a matter of course : it put him no more 
about than a crown and sceptre puts about a king. 
What I would have given my life to possess — being 
only fourteen, it was not much to part with after all — 
lie wore lightly, as he wore his gloves or his cane. It 
did not seem a bit too good for him. His self-posses- 
sion ap})alled me. If I had seen him take the sun out 
01 the sky, and put it into his breeches’ pocket, I 
don’t think I should have been in the least degree 
surprised. Well, years after, when I had discarded 
niy passion with my jacket, I hay^ assisted this 
middle-aged Eomeo home from a roystering wine- 
j)arty, and heard him hiccup out his marital 
annoyances, with the strangest remembrances of old 
times, and the strangest deductions therefrom. Did 
that man with the idiotic laugh and the blurred uttor- 
anee ev(‘r love? Was he ever capable of loving? J 
protest I have my doubts. But where are my young 
people? Gone! So it is always. We begin to 
moralise and look wise, and Beauty, who is something 
of a coquette, and of an exacting turn of mind, and 
likes attentions, gets disgusted with our wisdom or our 
stu|)idity, and goes off in a huff. Let the baggage go ! 

^ .The ruined chapel adjoins the ruined castle on 
which I am now sitting, and is evidently a building of 
much older date. It is a mere shell now. It is quite 
roofless, ivy covers it in part ; the stone tracery of the 
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.great western window is yet intact, but the coloured 
glass is gone with the splendid vestments of the abbot, 
the fuming incense, the chanting choirs, and the 
patient, sad-eyed monks, who muttered Aves, shrived 
guilt, and illuminated missals. Time was when this 
place breathed actual benedictions, and was a homo of 
active peace. At present it is visited only by the 
stranger, and delights but the antiquary. The villnge 
people have so little respect for it, that they do not 
t'ven consider it haunted. There are several tombs in 
the interior bearing knights’ escutcheons, which lime 
]\ad sadly defaced. The dust you stand upon is noble. 
Earls have been brought here in dinted mail from, 
^battle, and earls* wives from the pangs of child- 
U)earing. The last trumpet will break the slumber of a 
tight honourable company. One of the tombs — the 
in ost perfect of all in point of preservation — I look at 
•often, and try , to conjecture what it commemorates. 
With all my fancies, I can get no further than the old 
story of love and death. There, on the slab, the white 
figures sleep ; marble liands, folded in prayer, on 
marble breasts. And I like to think that he was 
brave, she beautiful ; that although the monument is 
W'orn by time, and sullied by the stains of the w^eath^a*, 
the qualities which it commemorates — husbandly and 
wifely affection, courtesy, courage, knightly scorn of 
wrong and falsehood, meekness, penitence, charity — 
are existing yet somewhere, recognisable by each other. 
The man who in this world can keep the wdiiteiK'ss 
of his soul, is not likely to lose it in any other. 

In summer I spent a good deal of time floating 
at)but the lake. The landing-place to which my boat 
is tethered is ruinous, like the chapel and palace, and 
?ny embarkation causes quite a stir in the sleepy little 
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village. Small boys leave their games and mud-pies,, 
and gather round in silence ; they have seen me get 
off a hundred times, but their interest in the matter 
seems always new\ Not unfrequently an idle cobbler, 
ill red ni^tcap and leathern apron, leans on a broken 
stile, and honours my proceedings with his attention.! 
T shoot off, and the human knot dissolves. The lake 
eoutains tliree islands, each with a solitary tree, and 
on these islands the swans breed. 1 feed the birds 
dtuly wdth bits of bread. See, one comes gliding 
tcnvards me, with superbly arched neck, to receive its 
customary alms ! How widely beautiful its motions I 
How haughtily it begs ! The green pasture lands run 
down to the edge of the w^ater, and into it in the 
afternoons the red kin(‘ wade and stand knee-deep in 
their shadow’s, surrounded by troops of flies. Patiently 
fill* honest creatures abide the attacks of their tor- 
mentors. Now one swishes itself w’ith its tail — now 
iis neighbour flaps a huge ear. I draw my oars along- 
side, and let my boat float at its owm will. The soft 
blue heavenly abysses, the wandering streams of 
vajtour, the long beaches of rippled cloud, are glassed 
aiid repeated in the lake. Dreamthorp is silent as a 
picture, the voices of the children are mute; and the 
smoke from the houses, the blue pillars all sloping in 
one angle, float upwards as if in sleep. Grave and 
stern the old castle rises from its emerald banks, w^hich 
long ago came dowm to the lake in terrace on terrace, 
gay with fruits and flowers, and with stone nymph 
and satyrs hid in every nook. Silent and empty 
enough to-day ! A flock of daw’s suddenly bursts outC, 
from a turret, and round and round they w^heel, as if 
in panic. Has some great scandal exploded? Has a 
conspiracy been discovered? Has a revolution broken 



PEOSE SELECTIONS 


110 

out? The excitement has subsided, and one of them, 
perched on th© old banner-staff, chatters confidentially 
to himself as he, sideways, eyes the world, beneath 
him. Floating about thus, time passes swiftly, for, 
before I know where I am, the kine have withdrawn 
from the lake to couch on the herbage, while one on 
a little height is lowing for the milkmaid and her 
pails. Along the road I see the labourers coming 
home for supper, while the sun setting behind 
makes the village windows blaze ; and so I take out 
my oars, and pull leisurely through waters faintly 
flushed with evening colours. 

I do not think that could have written 

his ‘ History of Civilisation * in Dreamthorp, becaus*' 
in it books, conversation, and the other appurtenanct s 
of intellectual life, are not to be procured. I am 
acquainted with birds, and the building of nests — 
with wild-flowers, and the seasons in which they blow* 
— but with the big world far away, with what men 
and women are thinking, and doing, and saying, I 
am acquainted only through the Ti m^ s, and the 
occasional magazine or review, sent by friends whoni 
I have not looked upon for years, but by whom, it 
seems, I am not yet forgotten. The village has but 
few intellectual wants, and the intellectual supply is 
strictly measured by the demand. Still there is 
something. Down in the village, and opposite 
the curiously-carved fountain, is a sch poh^oo ^T^ whieli 
can accommodate a couple of hundred people on a 
pinch. There are our public meetings held. Musical 
entertainments have been given there by a single 
performer. In that schoolroom last winter an 
Americai3...hk>logist terrified the villagers, and, to their 
simple understandings, mingled up the next world 



SMITH 


111 


with this. Now and again some rare bird of an 
itineraiik. lecturer covers dead wails with posters, 
yellow and blue, and to that schoolroom we flock to 
hear him. His rounded periods the eloquent gentle- 
man devotes amidst a respectful silence. His 
audience do not understand him, but they see that 
the clergyman does, and the doctor does ; and so they 
are contei;t, and look as attentive and wise as possible. 
Then in connexion with the schoolroom, there is a 
public library, where books are exchanged once a 
month. This library is a kind of Greenwich Hospital 
for disabled novels and romances. Each of these 
books lias been in the wars ; some are unquestionable 
antiques. The tears of three generations have fallen 
upon their dusky pages. The heroes and the heroines 
are, of another age than ours. Sir (paries Grandison 
is standing with his hat under his arm. Tom Jones 
])lops from the tree into the water, to the ii^finite 
distress of Sophia. Moses comes home from market 
with liis stock of shagreen spectacles. Lovers, 
warriors, and villains — as dead to the present genera- 
tion of rt'aders as Oambyses — are weeping, fighting, 
and intriguing. These books, tattered and torn as 
they are, are read wdth delight to-day. The viands 
are celestial if set forth on a dingy tablecloth. The 
gaps and chasms which occur in pathetic or perilous 
chapters are felt to be personal calamities. It is 
with a Certain feeling of tenderness that I look upon 
iliese books ; T think of the dead fingers that have 
turned over the leaves, of the dead eyes that have 
travelled along the lines. An old novel a histoy 
of its own. When fresh and'lieilg and before it had 
breathed its secret, it lay on rny lady’s table. She 
killed the weary day with it, and when night came it 
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was placed beneath her pillow. At the seaside a 
couple of foolish heads have bent over it, hands have 
touched and tingled, and it has heard vows and pro- 
testations as passionate as any its pages contained. 
Coming down in the world, in the kitchen 

lias blubbered over it by the light of a surreptitious 
candle, conceiving herself the while the magnificent 
(leorgiana, and Lord Mordaunt, Georgiana’s lover, the 
pot-boy round the corner. Tied up with many a dingy 
brother, the auci^j3ye^J[ knocks the bundle down to the 
bidder of a few pence, and it finds its way to the 
quiet cove of some village library, where with some 
difficulty — as if from want of teeth, and with numerous 
interruptions — as if from lack of memory, it tells its 
old stories, and wakes tears, and blushes, and laughter 
as of yore. Thus it spends its age, and in a few years 
it will become unintelligible, and then, in the dqgtj^ln. 
like poor human mortals in the grave, it will rest from 
all its labours. It is impossible to estimate the benefit 
which such books have conferred. How often have 
they loosed the chain of circumstance ! What un- 
familiar tears — what unfamiliar laughter they have 
caused ! What chivalry and tenderness they hav^ 
infused into rustic loves ! Of what weary hours they 
have cheated and beguiled their readers ! The big, 
solemn history-books are in excellent preservation ; the 
story-books are defaced and frayed, and their out-of- 
clbows condition is their pride, and the best justifica- 
tion of their existence. They are tasked, as roses are, 
by being eagerly handled and smelt. I observe, too. 
that the most ancient romances are not in every case 
the most severely worn. It is the pace that tells 
in horses, men, and books. There are Nestors 
wonderfully hale ; there are juveniles in a state of 
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dilapidation. One of the younerest books, ‘ The Old 
Curiosity Shop,* is absolutely falling to pieces. That 
book, like Italy, is possessor of the fatal gift ; but 
happily, in its case, everything can be rectified by a 
new edition. We have buried warriors and poets, 
princes and queens, but no one of these was followed 
to the grave by sincerer mourners than was little Nell. 

Besides the itinerant lecturer, and the permanent 
library, we have the Bundi^ s^ermon. These sum 
up the intellectual aids and furtherances of the whole 
place. We have a church and a chapel, and I attend 
both. The Dreamt horp people are D^^gft^s, for 
the most part ; why, I never could understand ; 
because dissent implies a certain intellectual effort. 
But Dissenters they are, and Dissenters they are likely 
to remain. In an ungainly building, filled with hard 
gaunt pews, without an organ, without a touch of 
colour in the windows, with nothing , to stir the 
imagination of the devotional sense, the simple people 
worship. On Sunday, they are put upon a diet of 
spiritual bread-and-water. Personally, I should desire 
more generous food. But the labouring people listen 
attentively, till once they fall asleep, and they wake 
up to receive the benediction with a feeling of having 
done their duty. They know they ought to go to 
chapel, and they go. I go likewise, from habit, 
although I have long ago lost the power of following 
a discourse. In my pew, and whilst the clergyman 
is going on, I think of the strangest things — of 
the tree at the window, of the congregation of the 
dead outside, of the wheat-fields and the corn-fields 
beyond and all around. And the odd thing is, that 
it is during sermon only that my mind flies off at a 
tangent and busies itself with things removed from 
8 
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the place and the circumstances. Whenever it is 
finished fancy returns from her wanderings, and I am 
alive to the objects around me. The clergyman 
knows my humour, and is good Christian enough to 
forgive me; and he smiles good-humouredly when I 
ask him to let me have the chapel keys, that I may 
enter, when in the mood, and preach a sermon to 
myself. To my mind, an empty chapel is impres- 
sive ; a crowded one, comparatively a commonplace 
affair. Alone, I could choose my own text, and my 
silent discourse would not be without its practical 
applications. 

An idle life I live in this place, as the world 
counts it ; but then I have the satisfaction of differing 
from the world as to the meaning of idleness. A 
’^pdmill twirling its arms all day is admirable only 
when there is corn to grind. Twirling its arms for 
the mere barren pleasure of twirling them, or for 
the sake of looking busy, does not deserve any rap- 
turous psen of praise. I must be made happy after 
my ovTi fashion, not after the fashion of other people. 
Here I can live as I please, here I can throw the reins 
on the neck of my whim. Here I play with my own 
thoughts ; here I ripen for the grave - 



Lord Avebury (1834-1913) 

THE STUDY OF NATUEE* 


A discourse given at the Nature Study Exhibition in 
London, 1902. 

The subject on which I htive been asked to 
address you is The Study of Nature.” This appears 
to imply that Nature is worth studying. It would 
indeed almost have seemed as if this was a self-evident 
proposition. We live in a wonderful and beautiful 
world, full of interest, and one which it is most 
(important to understand, and dangerous, if not fatal, 
to misunderstand. Yet until lately our elementary 
schools were practically confined to reading, writing, 
and arithmetic; our grammar schools mainly, as the 
very name denotes, grammar ; while our great public 
schools even now omit the study of Nature altogether, 
or devote to it only an hour or two in the week, 
•snatched from the insatiable demands of Latin and 
'Greek. The result is, in many cases, the most curious 
ignorance of common things. The state of our 
elementary schools will be considered to-morrow, and 
I will therefore address myself on the present occasion 
to secondary schools. 

We have all met persons who have taken a 
university degree, and yet do not understand why the 
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moon appears to change its form, who think that 
corals are insects, whales fish, and bats birds, who do 
not realise that England has been over and over again 
below the sea, and still believe that the world is not 
more than 6,000 years old. 

Two great faults in our present system of educa- 
tion are that it is too narrow, and not sufficiently 
interesting. We cannot all care about grammar, or 
even about mathematics. Those who love natural 
science, for instance, find little at school which appeals 
to them, and even those with literary tastes are 
surfeited by the monotony of classics ; so that com- 
paratively few keep up their studies after leaving 
school. Thus our system of education too ^pft^p 
defeats its own object, and renders odious the very 
things we wish to make delightful. 

Children are inspired with the divine gift of 
curiosity — sometimes inconveniently so. They ask 
more questions than the wisest man can answer, and 
want to Iviiow the why and the wherefore of every- 
thing. Their minds are bright, eager, and thirsting 
for knowledge. We send them to school, and what is 
too often the result? their intellect is dulled, and their 
intere’st is crushed out; they may have learnt much, 
but they have too often lost what is far more important 
— the wish to learn. 

No doubt both Oxford and Cambridge have 
admirable science schools. A man can study there 
with many advantages, and under excellent teachers. 
But th(,‘ prizes and fellowships are still given mainly 
to classics and»mathematics. Moreover, natural 
science is not yet regarded as a necessary part of 
education. Degrees are given without requiring any 
knowledge of the world in which we live. Our 
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universities give excellent tcacbing : they prepare 
learned specialists, but are places of instruction rather 
than of education. The most profound classical 
scholar, if he knows nothing of science, is but a half- 
educated man after all — a boy in a good elementary 
school has had a better education. The responsibility 
rests, as it seems to me, mainly with the universities. 
The public school# tell us that they must conform to 
the requirements of the universities, the preparatory 
schools are governed by the public schools, and hence 
the tendency is to specialise the education of boys 
from the very beginning of school life. These are 
no peculiar views of mine. They have been reiterated 
by students of education, from Ascham and Milton 
to Huxley, and they have been urged by one Eoyal 
Commission after another. 

University authorities seem to consider that the 
elements of science are in themselves useless. This 
view appears to depend on a mistaken analogy with 
language. It is no use to know a little of a number 
of languages, however well taught, unless indeed one 
is going into the countries where they are spoken. 
But it is important to know the rudiments of all 
sciences, and it is in reality impossible to go far in 
any one without knowing something of several others. 
So far as children are concerned, it is a mistake to 
think of astronomy and physics, geology and biology, 
as so many separate subjects. For the child, nature 
is one subject, and the first thing is to lay a broad 
foundation. We should, as Lord Brougham said, 
teach our children something of everything, and then, 
as far as possible, everything of something. Speciali- 
sation should not begin before seventeen, or at any 
rate sixteen. 
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Every one would admit that it is a poor thing 
to be a great ichthyologist or botanist unless a 
man has some general knowledge of the world he 
lives in, and the same applies to a mathematician or 
a classical scholar. Before a child is carried far in 
any one subject, it should at least be explained to 
him that our earth is one of several planets, revolving 
round the sun; that the sun is a Sjjar; that the solar 
system is one of many millions occupying the infinite 
depths of space ; he should be taught the general distri- 
bution of land and sea, the continents and oceans, the 
position of England, and of his own paias^h; the ele- 
ments of physics, including the use and construction 
: of the thermometer and barometer ; the elements of 
tgcology and biology. Fari passu with these should be 
taken aritiiinetic, some knowledge of language, draw- 
ing, whicli is almost, if not quite as important as 
writing, and perhaps music. When a child has thus 
acquired some general conception of the world in 
which we live, it will be time to begin specialising and 
concentrating his attention on a few subjects. 

I submit, then that some study of Nature is an 
essentia] part of a complete education ; that just as 
any higlaa’ education without mathematics and classics 
would be incomplete, so without some knowledge of 
the worJd we live in, it is also one-sided and unsatis- 
factory — a half education only. 

In the study of natural history, again, we should 
proceed from the general to the particular. Com- 
mence with the characteristics in which animals and 
plants agree, their general structure, and the neces- 
sities of existence. Animals, again, agree together 
on some points, as regards which they differ from 
plants. 
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A general idea should then be given of the prin- 
cipal divisions of the animal and vegetable kingdoms. 
In many respects, though animals are perhaps more 
interesting, plants present greater facilities for study. 
They are easier to find, to handle, and to examine. 
Specimens of the principal divisions can be more 
readily obtained and studied ; the structure also can 
be more pleasantly demonstrated. Almost all children 
are born with a love of natural history and of 
collecting. 

Far be it from me to underrate the pleasure and 
interest of collecting. Such a collection as the 
present is most useful. Indeed collections are in 
many branches of nature-knowledge almost a neces- 
sary preliminary to study. But a collection is a 
means to an end, not an end in itself. It is like a 
library, necessary for study, but useless unless studied, 
— unless the books are read. Moreover, we have all 
access to the great Nrlbional Museum. Still, private 
collections are in many ways useful, but not of course 
unless they are used. Moreover, if I confine my remarks 
to natural history, plants lose half their interest when 
they are gathered, animals when they are killed. 

In the streets and toyshops many ingenious 
j)uzzles are sold in which children, and even grown- 
up people, seem to find great interest and amusement. 
What are they to the puzzles and problems which 
Nature offers us without charging even a penny? 
These are innumerable. 

Take geography and biology alone : — 

Why are there mountains in Wales and the Lake district? 

What determined the course of the Thames? 

Why are Cotswolds steep on the north-west and with a 
gentle slc^ on the nort-east? 
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What are the relations between the North and South Downs? 

How did the Thames cut the Goring Gap, and the Medway 
that through the Clialk ridge? 

What is the age of the English Channel? 

Why are so many of our midland meadows thrown into 
ridges and furrows? 

Why is Scotland intersected by lines at right angles? 

Wliy are some Scotch lochs so deep? U 

Why have beeches triangular seeds and sycamores spherical 
seeds ? 

Why are beech leaves oval and pointed, and sycamore leaves 
palmate? 

Why are beech leaves entire and oak leaves cut into rounded 
bays ? 

Why has the Spanish chestnut long, sword-shaped leaves? 

Why liave some willows broad leaves, and others narrow 
leaves ? 

Wliy do some flowers sle.ep by day and others by night? 

Why do flowers sleep at all? 

Why have so many flowers five petals, and why are so many 
tubular? 

Wliy are white and light-yellow flowers so generally swcei- 
scented? 

Why are tigers striped, leopards spotted, lions brown, sheep 
gray, and so many caterpillars green? 

Why are some caterpillars so brightly coloured? 

Why are fish dark above and pale below? 

Why do soles have both eyes on one side? 

Why are gulls’ eggs more or less pointed and owls’ eggs 
round ? 

Nature suggests thousands of similar enquiries to 
those who have eyes to see. Some few we- can answer, 
but the vast majority still remain unexplained. 

May I indicate a few subjects of enquiry, confin- 
ing my suggestions to points which require no elaborate 
instruments, no appreciable expenditure? 

Many people keep pets, but how few study them? 
Pescartes regarded all animals as unconscious auto- 
mata ; Huxley thought the matter doubtful ; my own 
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experiments and observations have led me to the 
conclusion that they have glimmerings of reason, 
but the subject is still obscure. I have often been 
told that dogs are as intelligent as human beings, but 
when I have asked whethxir any dogs yet realised 
that 2 and 2 make 4, the answer is doubtful. 'J'he 
whole question of the consciousness and intelligence 
of animals requires careful study. 

Take again the life-history of animals. There is 
scarcely one which is fully known to us. Eeally I 
might say not one, for some of the most interesting 
discoveries of recent years have been made in respect 
to some of our commonest animals. 

Coming now to plants. Any one who has given 
a thought to the subject will admit how many pro- 
blems are opened up by flowers. But leaves and 
seeds are almost equally interesting. There is a 
reason for everything in this world, and there must be 
some cause for the different forms of leaves. In 
Euskin’s vivid words, “ they take all kinds of strange 
■shapes, as if to invite us to examine them. Star- 
■shaped, tjeart-^aped, spear-s^ped. arrow-shaped, 
fretted, fringed, cleft, fu^bwe^ se^al eclt'*^sin uat ed, in 
whorls, m tufts, in spires, in.^ wreaths, endlessly 
/expressive, deceptive, fantastic,' never the same from 
foot-stalk to blossom, they seem perpetually to tempt 
•our watchfulness and take delight in outstepping our 
wonder.’’ 

Some of these indeed have been explained, but 
for the differences in the leaves of ferns, for instance, 
sea- weeds, and many others, no satisfactory sugges- 
tion, so far as I know, has yet been offered. 

Look again at fruits and seeds, what beauty both 
of form and colour, and what infinite variety ! Even 
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in nearly allied species, in our common wild gera- 
niums, veronicas, forget-me-nots, etc., no two species 
have seeds which are identical in size, form, or texture 
of surface. In fact, the problems whicl^. eve^y 4el(ji 
and wood, every common and he^erow, every pond 
and stream, offer us are endless and most interesting. 

But the scientific and intellectual interests are 
only a part of the charm of Nature. 

The aesthetic advantages are inestimable. How 
much our life owes to the beauty of flowers ! 

Flowers, says Buskin, ‘‘ seem intended for the 
solace of ordinary humanity. Children love them ; 
quiet, tender, contented, ordinary people love them 
as they grow; luxurious and disorderly people rejoice 
in them gathered. They are the cottager’s treasure, 
and in the crowded town mark, as with a little broken 
fragment of rainbow, the windows of the workers in 
w^hose heart rests the covenant of peace.” But in the 
crowded streets, or even in the formal garden, flowers 
always seem, to me at least, as if they were pining 
for the freedom of the woods and fields, where they 
can live and grow as they list. 

In times of trouble or anxiety the lover of trees 
will often feel with Tennyson that 

Tiie woods were filled so full of song 
There seemed no room for sense of wrong. 

I feel with Jefferies that, ” by day or by night, 
summer or winter, beneath trees the heart feels nearer 
to that depth of life which the far sky means. The 
rest of spirit found only in beauty, ideal and pure, 
comes there because the distance seems within touch 
of thought.” 

The open air is not a cure for the body only, but 
for the mind also. 
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We seem to be on the threshold of great dis- 
coveries. 

There is no single substance in Nature the proper- 
ties of which are fully known to us. There is no 
animal or plant which would not well repay, I do not 
say merely the attention of an hour, but even the 
devotion of a lifetime. I often grieve to think how 
much happiness our fellow-countrymen lose from their 
ignorance of science. Man, we know, is born to sor- 
row and suffering, but he is not born to be dull, and no 
one with any knowledge of science could ever be. If 
any one is ever dull it is his o\^ti fault. Every wood, 
every field, every garden, every stream, every pond, is 
full of interest for those who have ej^es to see. No 
one would sit and drink in a public-house, if he knew 
how delightful it was sit and think in a field; no 
one would seek excitement in gambling and betting, 
if ho knew how much more interesting science is ; 
that science never ruined any one, but is a sort of 
fairy godmother ready to shower on us all manner of 
good gifts if we will only let her. In mediaival fairy 
tales the nature spirits occasionally fell in love with 
some peculiarly attractive mortals, and endowed their 
favourites with splendid presents. Tint Nature will 
do all this, and more, for any one w^ho loves. her. 

If any one, says Seneca, ‘“gave you a few acres, 
you would say that you had received a benefit ; can 
you deny that the boundless extent of the earth is a 
benefit? If a house were given you, bright with 
marble, its roof beautifully painted with colours and 
gilding, you would call it no small benefit. God has 
built for you a mansion that fears no fire or ruin... 
covered with a roof which glitters in one fashion by 
day, and in another by night. Whence comes the 
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breath which you draw; the light by which you 
perform the actions of your life? the blood by which 
your life is maintained? the meat by which your 

hunger is appeased? The true God has planted 

not a few oxen, but all the herds on their pastures 
through the world, and furnished food to all the 
flocks ; He has ordained the alternation of summer 

and winter He has invented so many arts and 

varieties of voice, so many notes to make music 

We have implanted in us the seeds of all ages, of all 
arts ; and God our Master brings forth our intellects 
from obscurity.” 

Lastly, in the troubles and sorrows of life sc.dence 
will do much to soothe, comfort, and console. If we 
contemplate the immeasurable lapse of time indicated 
by geology, the almost infinitely small, and quite 
infinitely complex and beautiful structures rendered 
visible by the microscope, or the depths of space 
revealed by the telescope, \ve cannot but be carried 
out of ourselves. 

A man, said Seneca, ” can hardly lift up his eyes 
towards the heavens without wonder and veneration 
to see so many millions of radiant lights, and to 
observe their courses and revolutions.'’ The stars, 
irfteed, it we study them, will not only guide us over 
the wide waters of the ocean, but wdiat is even more 
important, light us through the dark hours which all 
must expect. The study of Nature indeed is not only 
most important from a practical and material point 
of view, and not only most interesting, but will also 
do much to lift us above the petty troubles and help 
us to bear the greater sorrows of life. 



Viscount Bryce (born 1888) 

SOME HINTS ON BEADING* 

Address to the students of Rutgers (formerly Queen's) 
College j Netv Jersey, October, 1911, 

It h'.is been often said that books do for us to-day 
what universities did in earlier ages. The knowledge 
that could five centuries ago have been obtained only 
from the lips of a teacher, can now be gathered from 
the printed page. Nevertheless, since it is only the 
most active and most diligent and most discerning 
minds that can dispense with the help and guidance 
of teachers to show them what to read and how tO' 
read, universities and colleges are scarcely less useful 
if not quite so indispensable to-day as they were 
before the invention of printing. It is, therefore, 
not unfitting that in your college I should be asked 
to talk to you about books, the way to choose them, 
<and the way to draw most profit from them. The 
very abundance of books in our days — a stupefying 
and terrifying abundance — has made it more import- 
ant to know how to choose promptly and judiciously 
among them if one is not to spend as much time in 
the mere choice as in the use. Here you have the 
help of your professors. But here you are only 
beginning the process of education which will go on 
during the rest of your life. By far the largest part 
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of that process will, after you have left college, 
consist in your independent reading, so the sooner you 
form habits of choice and methods of use, the better. 

The first piece of advice I will venture to give 
you is this : Bead only the best books. There are 
plenty of them, far more than you will ever find time 
to read, and when they are to be had it is a pity to 
waste time on any others. 

You may ask what I mean by the Best books. 

-JPassing by for the moment those which in each of 
the great world-languages we call its classics, for to 
these we shall return presently, I mean by the Best 
those from which you receive most, and can carry 
most away, in the form either of knowledge or of 
stimulation. When you want to learn something 
about a subject, do not fall upon the first book which 
you have heard named or which professes by its title 
to deal with that subject. Consult your teacher, or 
any well-read friend, or the librarian of the nearest 
public library. (One of the greatest services public 
libraries render is that they provide librarians usually 
competent, and I believe always willing, to advise 
those who apply to them.) Be content with nothing 
less than the very best you can get. Time will bo 
saved in the end. 

There is no waste more pitiable than that so often 
seen when some zealous student has, for want of 
guidance, spent weeks or months of toil in trying to 
■obtain, from a second or third-rate book what he 
might have found sooner and better in a first-rate 
one. So try to read only what is good. And by 
“ good ** you will not suppose me to mean what used 
to be called “ improving books,** books written in a 
•sort of Sunday School spirit for the moral benefit 
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of the reader. A book may be excellent in its ethical 
tone, and full of solid information, and yet be 
unprofitable, that is to say, dull, heavy, uninspiring, 
wearisome. Contrariwise, a book is good when it is 
bright and fresh, when it rouses and enlivens the 
mind, when it provides materials on which the mind 
can pleasurably work, when it leaves the reader not 
only knowing more but better able to use the know- 
ledge he has received from it* 

Seventy years ago people, or at least those who 
used then to be called the precepto^:s of youth, talked 
as if there lay a certain virtue in dry books, or at any 
rate a moral merit in the process of plodding through 
them. It was a digmal mistake, which inflicted upon 
youth many a dreary hour. The dull book is not 
better than the lively book. Other things being 
equal, it is worse, because it requires more expendi- 
ture of effort to master such of its contents as are 
worth remembering. If the edge of the tool is blunt, 
one must put forth more strength, and as there is 
never too much strength, none of it should be wasted. 
It may be asked, ‘‘ But is not the mental discipline 
wholesome?'* Yes, effort crowned with victory is a 
fine thing, but since there is plenty of such discipline 
to be had from the better books why go to the worse 
books for it? 

Sometimes it happens that what you want to 
learn cannot be had except from dry or even from 
dull treatises. Dryness and dulness are not the same 
thing, for the former quality may be due to the 
nature of the subject, but the latter is the fault of 
the author. Well, if there is no other book to be 
found, you must make the best of the dry and even 
of the dull. But first make quite sure that there 
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are none better to be had, for though in many a 
subject the really satisfactory book has not yet been 
written, still in most subjects there is a large choice 
between the better and the worse. 

Every book ought to be so composed as to be 
capable of being read with enjoyment by those who 
bring interest and capacity to it. One cannot be 
playfully various and graphically picturesque upon 
every kind of subject. Once, in a distant British 
colony, a friend of mine was asked by a person who* 
knew that he came from the University of Oxford, 
“ What do you think of Euclid?’' My friend replied 
that Euclid’s “ Elements of Geometry ” — if that was 
what the question referred to — was a valuable treatise, 
whose reputation had been established for many 
centuries. '' Yes," said the questioner, “ but what do 
you think of Euclid’s style?" My friend answered 
that he had always thought more about the substance 
than about the style of Euclid, but vould be glad 
to know his questioner’s opinion. " Well," said the 
latter, " I consider it quite a good style, but too 
systematic." Eloquence, variety, and wit are not the 
particular merits we look for in a scientific treatise, 
but however dry geometry or any other subject may 
appear, there is all the difference between a book 
which is well arranged and well expressed, a book 
which takes a grip of the mind and affords the 
pleasure of following out a fine of logical thought, 
and a book which tumbles out facts and ideas in a 
confused and shapeless heap. 

To you undergraduates life now seems a long 
vista with infinite possibilities. But, if you love 
learning, you will soon find that life is altogether 
too short for reading half the good books from which 



BKYGE 


129 


you would like to cull knowledge. Let not an hour 
of it be wasted on third-rate or second-rate stuff if 
first-rate stuff can be had. Goethe once said of 
some one he knew* He is a dull man. If he were 
a book L would not read him.*’ When you find that 
a book is poor, and does not give you even the 
bare facts you are in search of, waste no more time 
q^)ou it. 

The immensity of the field of reading suggests, 
ajiother question. Qu^ht a man to read widely, try in^r 
to keep abreast of the progress of . knowledge „ and | 
thought in the world at large, or is it better that 

should confine himself to a very few ^ubjepts, 
and to proceed not discursively but upon some 
rt'gular system? 

Each alternative has its advantages, but consider- 
ing li<')w rapidly knowledge is extending itself in all 
directions, and how every branch of it is becoming 
specialised, we must recognise that the range of 
jittaiument possible three or even two centuries ago 
is now unattainable even by the most powerful and 
most, industrious minds. To-day the choice lies 
between superficiality in a larger, and some approa^ 
to thoroughiK'.ss in a smaller, number of topics. 
BetweH:‘ii these alternatives there can be no doubt 
as to your choice. Every man ought to be thorough 
in at h‘ast one thing, ought to know what exactness 
and accuracy mean, ought to be capable by his 
masi(‘ry of some one topic of having an opinion 
that is genuinely his own. So my advice to you 
would be to direct your reading chiefly to a few 
subjects, in one at least of which you may hope 
make yourself proficient, and as regards other sub- 
jects, to be content with doing what you can to 
9 



lao 


PE08E SELECTIONS 


follow the general march of knowledge. You ' will 
find it hard — indeed impossible — to follow that inarch 
in the physical sciences, unless you start with souu* 
special knowledge of one or more of them. Many 
of the branches into which they have been diverging 
arc* now so specialised that the ordinary reader e,an 
hardly comprehend the technical terms whicli modern 
treatises employ. But as respects travel and history 
and biography, and similarly as respects ecoiKJinics, 
the so-called ‘‘ sociological subjects,” art, and literary 
criticism, it is yjossible for a man who husbands bis 
time and spends little of it on newspapers or maga- 
zines, to find leisure for the really striking books that 
are published on some of these topics which lie outside 
his special tastes. Do not, however, attempt to 
cover even the striking books on all of such topics. 
You wdll only dissipate your forces. Now and tlnm a 
book appears which (^vcTvbody ought to read, no 
matter how far it lies out of his range of study. It 
may be a brilliant poem. It may be a treatise throw- 
ing new light on some current question of home or 
foi'eign politics, about which every citizen, because he 
if a citizen, ought to try to have an opinion. Tt iri.iy 
be the record of some startling discovery in the rordras 
of archaiology, for instanc(g or in some branch of 
natural science. But such books arc^ rare ; and in 
particular the epoch-making sc.iontific discoveries are 
seldom known at the time ^vhen the world first henrs 
oi them to be really epoch-making. 

Two questions may, howev(3r, have* present'd 
t^mselves to you/| ©nejs Jlj^ Are there not some 
indispensable bool®^lncli every one is bound to read 
on pain of being deemed to bo not an educated man? 
Certainly there are. Evtiry language has its classics 
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which those who speak the language ought to have 
read as part of a liberal education. In our own 
tongue we ha\e, say, a score of great authors — it 
would ixi easy to add another dozen, but I wish to 
be moderate and put the number as low as possible — 
of whose works every one of us is bound to have 
read enough to enable him to apprciciate the author's 
peculiar qualit) . These of course you must read, 
though not necessarily all or nearly all they have 
written. Spenser, for instance, is an English classic, 
but even so voracious a reader as Macaulay admitted 
that few could be exj>ected to persevere to the end of 
the “ Eaery Qucene.'’ Even smaller is the percentage 
of Dry den’s works which a man may feel bound to 
read. Do not look for an opinion as to the percen- 
tage in the case of Itobert Browning. The sooner 
you begin to read those who belong to this score, 
the better, for most of them are poets, and youth is 
the season in which to Itairn to Jove poetry. If you 
do not care for it then, yon will hardly do so later. 

^The otlier question is. What about fiction? I can 
r(!call an austere tiine^ more than sixty years 
ago, when in Britain not a few moralists and 
-ediica-tors were disposed to ban novel-reading altogether 
to young people and fo treat it oven among 
their elders as an indulgence almost as dangerous as 
the use of cards, dicci and tobacco. Exceptions, how- 
ever, were made even by the sternest of these 
authorities. I recollect that one of them gave his 
huprim^fiur to two stories by an estimable Scottish 
authoress — now long forgotten — named Miss Brunton. 
These tales were entitled '' Discipline '' and Self- 
Control,” and a perusal of them was well fitted to 
discourage the young reader from indulging any 
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further his taste for imaginative literature. Permitted 
fiction being scanty, I did attack “ Self-Control/' and 
just got through it, but “ Discipline ” was too much 
for me. Fiction is far more read now ; being abundant 
and cheaper, since it comes in the form of magazines 
as w^ell as in books. But w'e have no Dickens, no 
Thackeray, no Hawthorne, no George Eliot. 

Need anything more be said about fiction than 
that wi) should deal with it just as w'e should with 
other kinds of literature? Bead the best; that is. 
to say, read that from which you can carry away 
something that enlarges the range of your knovdedge 
and sets your mind working. A good story, bo it a 
historical romance or a picture of contemporary social 
conditions, gives something that is worth remember- 
ing. It may be a striking type of charactc^r, or a \iew 
of life and the influences that mould life, presented 
in a dramatic form. Or perhaps the tale portrays 
the aspects of society and manners in some other 
country, or is made a vehicle for an analysis of the 
heart and for reflections that illuminate som? of the 
dark corners of human natiire. Whichever of them 
it be that a powerful piece of Action gives, the 
result is something more than meVe transient amuse- 
ment. Knowledge is increased. Thought is set in 
motion. New images rise before us. It is an en- 
richment of tlu' mind to have enacted within it a 
gallery of characters, the creation of imaginative 
minds, characters who become as real to us as the 
famous characters of history, to some of us possibly* 
more real. In them wc see the universal traits of 
liuman nature and learn to know” ourselves and those 
around us better, w”e comprehend the common temp- 
tations and aspirations, the mixture of. motives, the 
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Avay in which Fortune plays with men. We share 
the posbession of this gallery with other educated 
men. It is a . part of the common stock of the 
world’s wealth. 

The danger of becoming so fond of fiction as to 
care for no other sort of reading, a malady from 
which some men and more women cir(‘ said oO 
suffer, will threaten nobody who luas formed the habit 
of reading the kind of fiction 1 am tryiTig to des(nabe, 
because he will enjoy no othea' kind. A boy or girl 
(iun usually read any sort of tale he it better or worse 
written. The story is enough for him. As be grows 
older and has rt>ad more and more of thcj Ix^st writers, 
his taste becorncs more cultivated and exacting. 
Wliile faults repel him mona merit attacts him more, 
btiCHuse he has become uior(‘ capable of a])preciation. 
At last a poor quality of fiction which is merely com- 
monplace, handling threadbare themes in a hackneyed 
way, the sort of fiction into which no inventive or 
reflective thought has gone, comes to bor(‘ him. He 
('an no longer read it, bcicause it is too dull or too 
va])id. 

Prose fiction, in its higher forms, cultivat(is the 
. HfiTTgi nation almost as well as history does, but 
JfejTrv does this better than either. The pleasures 
of I the imagination are among the higiu'st we can 
(ilfloy. Unless, therefore, any one of you is so un- 
lucky as to find no delight in poetry, it will always 
foj*m li parl> of your reading. Not much of the 
highest order has been appearing in these later days 
in any country, but There is such an abundance from 
formeu' days that you will never want for plenty to 
n^ad and no modern language possesses so much 
poetry of first-rate merit as does our own. 
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It seems a pity that the old practice of learning 
a good deal of poetry by heart should be now falling 
into disuse, for it stored the mind in ihe early years 
of life with fine thoughts in fine words and helped 
to form a taste for style, seeing that style can rise to 
greater heights of perfection in poetry than in any 
kind of prose. As to what to read in poetry, there is 
no need in our day to warn any one against reading 
too much, and there is little to say about choice, for 
you will naturally be drawn first to the great and 
famous ('lassies in our own and other tongues, and 
they will so form your taste that you will know hew 
to ehoos(‘ among other verse writers. In particular 
do not omit those few great writers who have at- 
tained to a distinctiv(^ way of looking at the world as 
a wdiole (w'hat the (rermans call a Weltanschaung) , 
those in wliose minds and wwks human nature in all 
its varietit'S. human life in all its aspects, is mirrored. 
The author, or authors, of the Homeric poems is tlie^ 
'"earliesi- (‘xarnple : Goethe is (me* of the latest, and not 
I a 11 are poets, for Cervantes is among them. 

A maTi ^Gio do(‘S not care for those whom th(^ 
judgment of the world has approved, may conclude 
that th(‘ fauH is with himself. But it is not always 
the greatest wTiters that give the most pleasure. 
Most of us ha.V(‘, some two or three poets not classed 
in the first rank, ])erhaps WTit(*rs w’hose fame has 
always becai limited, to wdiom w^e frequently redurn 
because they express thoughts in a, w'av wEich makes 
a special appeal to our owm minds. Look out for 
iihese also, and cherish tliom when you have found 
them. 

Though diverse wise and learned men have drawn 
up lists of w'h.at they describe as ihe Best Hundred 
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Books, ifc be doubted whether such lists have 

any use beyond that of indicating the preferences of 
their emiu*ont compilers and the use also of recalling 
to the notice of the modem public some remarkable 
works which it had nearly forgotten. The truth is 
that the excellence of a book is not absolute, i.c., the 
same for all re^iders alike, but rather is relative to 
the knowledge and capacities and environment of the 
particular render. Many a book of first-rate value 
to a person ])repared by education and special talents 
to appreciate it is usel(iss to others not so prepared. 
A more really interesting enquiry is, What are the 
books that have? made most difference to the progress 
of the world? Such books are a part, and a signi- 
ficant part, of world history, yet some of th(un would 
interest comparatively few readers to-day. 

/riie question of how much time should he devoted 
to me classics of other (countries ihan our own is too 
large a one for me to enter on. hhiough to say that 
whoev(>r knows Latin or (.ireek or Italian or Erench 
or (lerman or Spanish or Icelandic, will not n(*ed to 
be told tliat hc^ ought to he just as anxious to know 
the masterpieces in those languages as thosf'. in his 
own. The ancicait classics in particular give some- 
thing which no modern literature supplies. 

From (considering. What to read, let us go on to 
consider How to rr^nd . Here my advice to you would 
be, Bead vuHT a purpose. Bond yemr mind upon the 
book. ‘"'TfeafTTr '"scTlnTTo get out of it tlie best it has 
to give you. You may accept this advice as appli- 
cable to what is read for information, but may think 
it superfluous if the book is a story or other work 
read for amusement, because presumably no one will 
persevere with such a book unless it interests him. 
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Yet even where the aim is amusement and the book 
a work of fiction one man may, if he read it in the 
right way, extract more benefit as well as more 
pleasure than another would do. If the story is worth 
reading, it is so because it not only appeals to our 
curiosity, hut also because it pleasurably stirs our 
thought. 

With otli4^»4dnd^ with scienc^,.^ 

luator^^^ the wcSth of the 

book is to be measured by wdiat you can carry away 
from it, and that depends mainly on the spirit in 
which you road. The book, as already observed, must 
have quality enough to stimulate thought, to give you 
what is called a mental reaction. But however good 
the quality, tlu^ reaction will not follow unless you 
address your mind to the subject. The purpose must 
J)o cither to gtd something — whether facts or ideas — 
which you can add to your store of knowledge or els© 
X) receive a stimulus^ which will quicken your own 
30wers of thinking and feeling. These two V>enefits 
usually go t(\gether. It is not the quantity of reading 
bhat counts, but the quantity and the intensity of 
l thought that are evoked. Nothing is gained by skiin- 
iming over hundreds or thousand’s of pages of print 
unless something remains from the process. So if 
after having honestly applied your intellect to a book 
you do not find anything you care to carry away, drop 
it. Either it is not woi*th further effort, or it may be 
j^utside the range of your appreciation. 

You will not, however, fancy that all the books 
|[ou may have to consult deserve careful study. Tf 
thoroughness is a virtue to be cultivated, still more 
is time a thing to be saved. The old maxim, What- 
ever is worth doing is worth doing well/' is less true 
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than it seems, and has Jed many people into a 
lamentable waste of time. Many things are worth 
doing if jou caii do them passably well with a 
little time and effort, which are not w^orth doingj 
thoroughly if so to do them requires mucih time and] 
effort. 

■ ^.Tirne is the measure of everytlnng in life, and 
'every kind of wor|f ought to be adjusted to it. One 
of the commoiu^st mistakes we all make is spending 
ourselves on things whose value is below the value 
of the time they require. Many a" book may be worth 
reading rapidly so as to I'xtract from it the few 
important facts it contains, and yet be by no means 
worth a prolonged study. Economise time in reading 
as in evcTy thing else. The t hat Time is Money 

falls far short of the truth. Time is worth more 
than money bcjcause by its judicious employment 
more*, enjoyment can be secuired than •money can 
])iirchase. 

One of the less forturnite rci^ults of the large 
JHmount of matter which the printing-press turns out 
in our time is the tendency it has bred to read every- 
Ithing hastily and unthinkingly. The man who glances 
f through several newspapers in the morning and two 
or three magazines in the evening forms the habit of 
inattention, or, more correctly, half attention. He 
reads with no intention of remembering anything 
except what directly and urgently bears upon his own 
business, and wdien in the scanty leisure w'hich busi- 
ness and the practice of reading newspapers and 
magazines leave him, he takes up a book, this habfb 
of half attention prevents him from applying his mind 
to w^hat he reads; instead of stimulating thought 
constant reading of this kind deadens it, an(J the 
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quantity of reading and the quantity of thinking are 
apt to be in inverse ratio to one another. To say, 
Don’t read without thinking,” might be deemed to 
be that useless thing, a Counsel of Perfection ; but I 
yiay say, “ !^eware of the reading Ha bit, ’ ’ It is one 
of the curses of our age. What is wanted to-day is 
less printing and less reading, hut rp( ,)rp-Jihin]^jiTia 
Beading is easy, and thinking hard^work, but the one 
is used ess without the other. 

You may aslv what is the* best way of trying so iM 
read books as to^able </0 retain the best they give uj 
If the book be ono* you wish to know' with absolute 
thoroughness, as students at Oxford University w^ere 
in my time expected to know' Aristotle’s Ethics and 
the history of Thucydides for our degrea.* examination, 
you will find it a good plan to read over every day 
all that you read the day befon'. At first this is irk- 
some, but it*fixes things in your mind and is a saving 
in the long run. Everybody has his own devices for 
recording what he deems best in what he reads, but I 
can recomiramd that of Tmvking v('ry short notes, or 
references, on tlio fly leaf (or leaves) at the end and 
beginning of a volume' of tli(' most imjiortant facts 
or view’s it contains, noting the page on w’hich each 
occurs, so that one can refer promptly to the things 
which struck one at the time. Where' a. w'ork is either 
of exceptional merit for its fertility in suggestion, or is 
specially rich in out-of-the-w^av facts, it may be worth 
w^hile to bind in additional fly leaves. Should the 
book be not one’s owm but borrowed from . a friend or a 
library, one must of course make the notes or refer- 
ences in a MS. note-book, and in that case, since the 
treatise will not be at hand to refer to, it becomes 
necessary to make a somewhat fuller abstract of the 
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facts it is desired to remember. The advantage of 
either method k that the process of compressing the 
fact or view into the fewest possible words helps to 
fix it in the memory. I remember cases in which 
eight or tern entries represented the total results ' of 
reading n book of four hundred octavo pages, yet 
those entries might serv(*. to make some dark things 
clear. 

Tile Ifde Lord Acton, th(‘ most learned man I 
ever knew, was in the habit of copying out on slips 
of pajier passages or sentences which he thouglit 
valuabk* all the volumes he perused. He had 

hundreds of cardboard boxes hik'd with those slips, 
the boxes being labelled with the titles of their 
subjects ; aud he, scented to know how to lay his 
hand ufton any extract he wanted. Few, however, 
could hopt' to bring leisure and industry like his to 
the accumulation of such a mass of knowkidge : and 
he spent so much time in the ])rocoss of gathering 
the opinions of others that ho had little left for using 
them or for giving tlie world the fruit of his own 
thoughts, often far better worth liaving than that 
^dlich lie laid pluekod from other orchards. 

Inhere, are thos(‘ who keep note-books in which 
thc'v (Uiter th(' most I’cmarkable facts or aphorisms or 
statements of doctrine* aud opinion which they 
encounter in the course of their reading. For persons 
fortunate enough to have formed methodical habits 
this may be a good plan. 

Ough t reading to be systematic? Should a man 
lay down a. scheme and confine Himself to one or 
more subjects in which he can become proficient rather 
than spread himself out in superficial sciolism over a 
large number? 
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For many of us Life answers this question by 
requiring attention to be devoted primarily to books 
which bear upon our occupation or are connected 
with it. For others again pronounced tastes point 
out certain lines of reading as those in wEich they 
will find most pleasure. Yet there is also a third 
class whom neither their avocations nor any marked 
personal preferences guide in any particular direction. 
My advice to those would be : If yoii .have not got 
a definite tastUr.^try'To Find some pur- 

suit or line of study which you can rolisti, and give 
to it most of your spare time. It will be a constant 
spring of pleasure, an occupation in solitude, a 
distraction from worries, even a consolation in 
misfoi’turie, to hav(‘ something unconnected with one's 
daily work to w hich one can turn for change and re- 
freshment of spirit. Some branch of natural history, 
or some one of the physical sciences, is perhaps the 
best for this purpose, but any branch of history, 
or archieology or art (including, as one of the very 
best, music) will serve. When one has such a pursuit 
or taste, it naturally bt‘.coines th(*- central line which 
a man's reading follows. In advising a concentration 
of study upon some few topics, I do not suggest that 
you should cease to interest yourselves in the general 
movements of the w^orld. Everyone ought to try to 
keep iibreast of his time, so far at least as not to be 
ignorant of the great advances that are being made. 
Of most of these you will not be able to know much, 
but the more you can know, the better, )io long as 
you do not scatter and dissipate your efforts in such 
wise as to become a nier6 smatterer. 

There is a maxim which, like that other venerable 
dictum already referred to, sounds good but has often 
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done harm. (A book might Le. writfcen with the title 
M ihcy Do), You all 

n^rnemjicr the lines : 

A iittlo k'lirning is a daugorous thing ; 

I Drink <iee|> or taste noi llie Pieriiui spring. 

With aJ] n spcct to the poet, this is by uo means 
true. A litih' learning is not dangerous so long as 
you kiun\' that it is little. Danger begins with 
thinking you kranv much more than you do. It is 
not knowledge, be it great or small, but the conceit 
ot‘ knowledge, that misleads men : and the best 
I’emedy against this is not ignorance, but the know- 
ing some one thing really well. Thoroughness in 
one subject enables a man to recogiiise his scantiness 
of at-tainmout in other subjects, not to add that to 
have l(‘.arnt any on(‘ thing well helps him in dealing 
with \\’hatever else he touches, since he learns to 
discern more quicikly what is essential, and to make 
sure that his knowdedge, even if it remains element- 
ary, is not merely superficiaL 

Do not be surprised if after advising you to read 
Eioroughly I also advise you to learn to read swiftly. 
'Tli('r<* is no inconsistency, for thoroughness depends 
noi so much on the time spent on a piece of work as 
upon the intensity w^ herewith the mind is concentrated 
upon it One man will read a book in half as many 
lion rs as another, and yet know’’ more of what is in 
thc‘. book ; and this because ^f his superior power of 
turning upon it the full stream of his mental energy. 
Only exceptional minds possess this gift in high 
measure, as did Macaulay, who read a book so swiftly 
that he seemed to turn the pages almost without 
pausing taking in at one glance all that was in them, 
and yof carrying away all that was worth remember- 
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iug. But you can cultivate the gift by practice, and 
it deserves cultivating, for it means better results 
with less time spent. 

The counsel of swift reading is, of course, appli- 
cable only to books which are read chiefly for their 
facts or their views, not to those whose merit lies 
largely in their style. It would be folly to gallop 
through Virgil or Keats or Charles Tjamb or Heinrich 
Heine or Chateaubriand. Not in poetry only must 
one move delibei-ately, but also in readitig flne and 
finished prose, where every word has its fitting pi nee 
in the sentence, and its due effect in calling up subtle 
associations and in touching, however delicattdy, the 
spring of emotion. 

Finally, let me suggt‘st that you read with inde- 
])end(ince. There are various spirits in which a book 
may be approached. One must not be captious, 
liunting out mistakes or blemishes. But neither 
must one submissively assume that the author is 
always right. No author, however great, is exempt 
from error. True it is that modesty is always in 
order, and to writers of establisht^ 

credit. We must take them as likely to be wiser 
than we are. Nevertheless, if you wish to profit by 
your reading, do not forget to scrutinise each argu- 
ment as it is presented, each inference drawn, 'iach 
maxim delivered, to see if it be justified by the facts. 
Sound criticism seeks rather to discover and appre- 
ciate merits than to note faults ; but however ready 
we may be to admire, we must test our author as we 
go along, and make sure that the vieiv we accept 
from him is formed not because he has given it but 
because he has convinced us that it is correct. As 
your forefathers said that perpetual vigilance is the 
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price of freedom, 8o you may f’Jiy that it is also the 
price of learning. In a free country every citizen 
is respoiisille for the formation of his opinions, and 
iniist take them neither from ne.w'spapers nor from 
platform speeches. So in the domain of knowledge 
a man will lose liaB the benefit of his study if he 
n^ads in a, pussivedy receptive wav, neglecting to apply 
lus own judgment. Ofteii he will not bo able to test 
his author. Often when he differs from his author 
the author will b(; right, and lie wrong in venturing 
to differ. N(iV(‘,rtli(doss, such error is better than an 
indolent ac(juiescen(‘(‘ which brings to bear no inde- 
pendent thought. 

To say this is to rej)eat in diff(‘rent words the 
remark that the reading which counts is the reading 
which, in making a man think, stirs and exercises 
and polishes the c'dge of his mind. The end of study 
is not to possess knowl( dge as a man possesses the 
coins in his purse, but to make knowledge a part of 
ourselves, that is, to turn knowledge into thought, 
as the food we eat is turned into the life-giving and 
.Tierv(vnourishing blood. It is to have a mind so 
stored and equi].)pe(l that it sliall be to each man, as 
to tlje im})risone(l sage, his kingdom, of which no one 
can deprive him. When you have begun by forming 
the ^iiabit of thinking as you read, and exercising 
your own judgment freely, though modestly, you will 
lihd your footing grow firmer and surer- as you advance, 
and will before long know for yourselves what to read 
and how to read. Life has few gre^ater pleasures. 



Anatole France (born 1844) 

CUE LADY’S JUGGLEE ^ 


In the (lays of King Louis there was a poor 
juggler in France, a native of Compiegne, Barnaby 
In* name, who went about from town to town per- 
forming feats of skill and strength. 

On fair da.ys he would unfold an old worn-out 
carpet in the public square, and when by means /f a 
jovial address, which he had learned of a very ancient 
juggler, and which he never varied in the least, he 
had drawn together the children and loafers, he 
assumed extraordinary attitudes, and balanced a tin 
plate on the tip of his nose. At first the crowd would 
feign indifference. 

But when, supporting himself on his hands face 
downwards, he threw into the air six copper balls, 
which glittered in the sunshine, and caught them 
again with his feet ; or when throwing himself back- 
wards until his heels and the nape of the neck met, 
giving his body the form of a pc'rfoct wheel, he would 
juggle in this jiosture witii a dozen knives, a murmur 
of admiration Avould escape the spectators, and pieces 
of money rain down upon tlie carpet. 

Nevertheless, like the majority of those who live 
by their wits, Barnaby of Copiegne had a great 
struggle to make a living. 


* From Mother of Pearl, translated by Frederick Chapman, 
by kind permission of the publisher, Mr. John Lane, London. 

144 



ANATOLE EEANGE 


145 


his broad in the sweat of his brow, he 
bon* rather more than his share of the penalties- 
consequent upon the misdoings of our father Adam. 

Again, he was unable to work as constantly as he 
would haye been willing to do. The warmth of the 
sun and the broad daylight w'erc as necessary to enable 
hhu to display liis brilliant parts as to the trees if 
flower and fruit should be expected of them. In 
w'intf‘i* tinj(j lie w'as nothing more than a, tree stripped 
of its leaves, and as it were dead. The frozen ground 
was liard to the, juggle*!*, Tuid, like the grasshop])er 
of w'hicli Mari(^ do Erance tells ns, the inclement 
season caused him to suffer both cold and hunger. 
]>ui as he was simplematiired he bore his ills 
})atie,utly . 

had ru*V(‘i* meditated on th(* origin of w'ealth, 
nor upon the inequality of human conditions. He 
believed firmly that if this life should prove hard, 
th(^ life*, to conio could not fail to redrt^ss the balance, 
and this hope upheld him. He did not resemble those 
thi(:'vish and miscreant M(^rry Andrews wEo sell their 
souls to the devil. He never blasphemed God’s name ; 
he lived uprightly, and although he liad no wife of his 
own, he did not covet his neighbour’s, since 
w<'aiian is ever the enemy of the strong man, as if 
appears by the history of Hamstju recorded in the 
8cri]diires. 

Tn truth, liis w*a.s not a nature much disposed to 
carnal ddights, and it w'as a greateu’ deprivation to 
him to forsaken the tankard than the Hebe who bore 
it. For whilst not wanting in sobriety, he w^as fond 
of a drink when the weather waxed hot. He was a 
worthy man w^ho feared God, and was very devoted 
to the Blesstid Virgin. 

10 
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Never did he fjul on entering a church to fall 
upon his knees before the image of the Mother of 
(lod, and offer up this ])rayer to her : 

Blessed Lady, keep watch over my life until 
it shall please God that I die, and when I am 
dead, ensure to me the possession of the joys of 
paradise. ” 


II 

Now on a certain evening after a dreary wet day, 
as Barnaby pursued his road, sad and bent, carrying 
under his arm his balls and knives WTapped u]) in his 
old carpet, on the watch for some barn where, though 
he might not sup, he might sleep, he pcjrctived on the 
road, going in the same direction as himself, a monk, 
whom he saluted courteously. And tis they walked 
at the same rate they fell into conversation with one 
another. 

Eellow traveller,” said the monk, ” how comes 
it fibout that you are clothed all in green? Is it per- 
haps in order to take the part of a jester in some 
mystery play?” 

Not at all, good father,” replied Barnaby. 

Such as you see me, 1 am called Barnaby, and for 
rny calling I am a juggler. There would be no 
pleasanter calling in the world if it would ahvays 
provide one with daily bread.” 

”Fricnd Barnaby,” returned the monk, “be care- 
ful what you say. There is no calling more pleasant 
than the monastic life. Those who lead it are occu- 
pied w’ith the praises of God, the Blessed Virgin, and 
the saints; and, indeed, religious life is one ceaseless 
hymn to the Lord.” 
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Barnaby replied — 

Good father, I pwn that I spoke like an ignorant 
man. Your calling cannot be in any respect com- 
pared to mine, and although there may be some merit 
in dancing with a penny balanced on a stick on the 
tip of one’s nose, it is not a merit which comes within 
hail of your own. Gladly w^ould I, like you, good 
father, sing my office day by day, and especially the 
office of the most Holy Virgin, to whom I have vowed 
a singular devotion. In order to embrace the monastic 
life I would willingly abandon the art by which from 
Soissons to Beauvais I am well known in upwards of 
six hundred towns and villages.” 

The monk was touched by the juggler’s simplicity, 
and as he was not lacking in discernment, he at once 
recognised in Barnaby one of those men of whom it 
is said in the Scriptures : Peace on earth to men of 
good will. And for this reason he replied — 

Friend Barnaby, come with me, and I will have 
you admitted into the monastery of which I am Prior. 
He wffio guided St. Mary of Egypt in the desert set 
rue upon your path to lead you into the way of 
salvation. ” 

It w^as in this manner, then, that Barnaby became 
a monk. In the monastery into which he was 
received the religious vied with one another in the 
w^orship of the Blessed Virgin, and in her honour each 
employed all the knowledge and all the skill which 
God had given him. 

The prior on his part wrote books dealing accord- 
ing to the rules of scholarship with the virtues of the 
Mother of God. 

Brother Maurice, with a deft hand copied out 
these treatises upon sheets of vellum. 
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Brother Alexander adorned the leaves with deli- 
cate miniature paintings. Here were displayed the 
Queen of Heaven seated upon Solomon's throne, and 
while four lions were on guard at her feet, around the 
nimbus which encircled her head hovered seven doves, 
which are the seven gifts of the Holy Spirit, the gifts,* 
namely, of Fear, Piety, Knowledge, Strength, Coun- 
sel, Understanding, and Wisdom. For her compa- 
nions she had six virgins with hair of gold, namely, 
Humility, Prudence, Seclusion, Submission, Virginity, 
and Obedience. 

At her feet were two little naked figures, perfect- 
ly whit(\ in an attitude of supplication. These were 
souls imploring her all-powerful intercession for iheir 
sour*s health, and we may be sure not imploring in 
vain. 

Upon another page facing this, Brother Alexan- 
der represented Eve, so that the Fall and the Redem]i- 
tion could be porccdved at one at the same time — 
Eve the Wife abased, and Mary the Virgin exalted. 

Furthennore , to the marvel of the beholder, this 
book contained presentments of the Well of Living 
Waters, th(5 Fountain, the Lily, the Moon, the Sun, 
and the Gardini Enclosed of which the Song of Songs 
tells us, the Gate of Heaven and the City of God, 
and all these things were symbols of the Blessed 
Virgin. 

Brother Marbode was likewise one of the most 
loving children of Mary. 

He spent all his days carving images in stone, so 
that his beard, his eyebrows, and his hair were white 
with dust, and his eyes continually swollen and 
eeping ; but his strength and cheerfulness were 
not diminished, although he was now well gone in 
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years, and it was clear that the Queen of Paradise 
still cherished her servant in his ©Id age. Marbode 
represented her seated upon a throne, her brow 
encircled wdth an orb-shaped nimbus set with pearls. 
And he took care that the folds of her dress should 
cover the feet of 'her, concerning whom the prophet 
declared : My beloved is as a garden enclosed. 

Sometimes, too, he depicted her in the semblance 
of a chili hill of grace, and appearing to say, Thou 
art my God, even from rny mother’s womb.” 

^ In the priory , moreover, were poets who composed 
hymns in Latin, both in prose and verse, in honour 
of the Blessed Virgin Mary, and amongst the com- 
pany was even a brother from Picardy who sang 
the miracles of Our Lady in rhymed verse and in the 
vulgar tongue. 


Ill 

Being a witness of this emulation in praise and 
ih(3 glorious harvest of their labours, Barnaby 
mourned his own ignorance and simplicity, 

” Alas!” he sighed, as he took his solitary walk 
hi the little shelterless garden of the monastery, 
” wretched wight that I am, to be unable, like my 
brothers, worthily to praise the Holy Mother of God, 
to whom I have vowed my whole heart’s affection. 
Alas ! alas ! I am but a rough man and unskilled in 
the arts and 1 can render you in service, blessed 
Lady, neither edifying sermons, nor treatises set out 
in order according to rule, nor ingenious paintings, 
nor statues truthfully sculptured, nor verses whose 
march is measured to the best of feet. No gift have 
I, alas!” 
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After this fashion he groaned and gave himself up 
to sorrow. But one evening, when the monks were 
spending their hour of liberty in conversation, he 
heard one of them tell the tale of a religious man who 
could repeat nothing other than the Ave Maria. This 
poor man was despised for his ignorance ; but after 
his death there issued forth from his mouth five roses 
in honour of the five letters of the name Mary 
(Marie), and thus his sanctity was made manifest. 

Whilst he listened to this narrative Barnaby mar- 
velled yet once again at the loving kindness of the 
Virgin ; ])ut the lesson of that blessed death did hot 
avail to console him, for his heart overflowed with 
zeal, and ho longed to advance the glory of his Lady, 
wdio is in heaven. 

How to compass this he sought but could find no 
v'ay, and day by day he became the more cast down, 
when one morning he awakened filled full with joy, 
hastened to the chapel, and remained there alone for 
more than an hour. After dinner he returned to the 
chapel once more. 

And. starting from that moment, he repaired daily 
to the chapel at such hours as it was deserted, and 
spent within it a good part of the time which the other 
monks devoted to the liberal and mechanical arts. 
His sadness vanished, nor did he any longer groan. 

A demeanour so strange awakened the curiosity 
of the monks. 

These began to ask one another for what purpose 
Brother Barnaby could be indulging so persistently 
in retreat. 

The prior, whose duty it is to let nothing escape 
him in the behaviour of his children in religion, 
resolved to keep a watch over Btirnaby during his 
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withdrMwals to the chapel. One day, then, when he 
was shut lip theru after his custom, the prior, acconi- 
paniiid by cvvo of the older monks, went to discover 
through tile chinks in the door what was going on 
within the chapel. 

They saw Bariiaby before the altar of the Blessed 
Virgin, head downwards, with his feet in the air, and 
he was juggling with six balls of copper and a dozen 
knives. In honour ^f the Holy Mother of God he was 
pc'rforming those feats, which aforetime had won him 
most renown. Not recognising that the simple fellow 
was thus placing at the service of the Blessed Virgin 
his knowledge and skill, the two old monks exclaimed 
the sacrilege. 

^rhe prior w as aware how .stainless was Barnabj’s. 
soul, l)ui be concluded that he had been seized with 
madru'ss. They w^ere all three preparing to lead him 
swiftly from the chapel, W'^hen tb(‘y saw the Blessed 
Virgin descend the steps of the altar and advance to 
wi})e awa\ wiih a fold of her azure robe the sweat 
wdiich was dropping from her juggler’s forehead. 

Then the prior, falling upon his face upon the 
pavement, uttered these words — 

“ Blessed are the simple-hearted, for they shall 
see (r()d.” 

Arnen !” responded the old brethren and kissed 
the ground. 



James Lane Allen (born 1849) 


POSTHUMOUS FAME; OR, A LEGEND OF 
THE BEAUTIFUL ^ 

I 

There lived in a cHy, where the dead 

were all but innumerable, a youn^^ man by the name 
of Nicholas Vane, who possessed a singular genius 
for the making of tombstones. So beautiful they 
W’ere, and so fitly designed to express the shadowy 
pain of mortal memory or the bright forecasting of 
eternal hope, that all persons were held fortunate 
who could secure them for the calm resting-places of 
their beloved sleepers. Indeed, the curious tale was 
whispered ro\ind that the bereft were not his only 
patrons, but that certain personages who were pecu- 
liarly ambitious rd ])ostliumou8 fame — seeing i-hey had 
not long to liv(‘, and unwilling to intrust others wilh 
the grave' responsibility of having them coimne- 
inoratod— had gone to Ids shop and secretly advised 
with him respecting such monuiminls as might pre- 
i^erve their memories from too swift oblivion. 

However this may fall out, certain it is that his 
calling had its secrets ; and once he was known to 
■observe that no man could ever undcirstand the human 
heart until he had ])ecom(^ a maker of tombstones. 


* From Flufe and Violin and other Kentucky Tales, by kind 
permission of the author and tiie publishers, Messrs. Maeinillan 
A Co., Ltd., of New York, U. S. A. 

152 



JAMES LANE ALLEN 


15B 


Whether the knowledge thuf-' derived should make of 
one a lai^hiug or a weeing philosopher, Nicholas 
himself r nmiined ii joyous type of yo’^hful manhood — 
so joyous, in fact, that a friend of his who wrought 
in colour, strolling one day into the svorkshop wdiere 
Nicholas stood surrounded by the exquisite shapes of 
memorial marbles, had asked to paint the scene as a 
representation of Life chiseling to its beautiful 
purposes the rugged syinbols of Death, and smiling 
as it wove the words of love and faith across the 
stony proofs of the universal tr^edy. Afterwards, 
it is true, a great change was wrought in the young 
artisan. 

He had just come in one morning and paused 
to look around at tlie various finished and unfinished 
mortuary designs. 

Truly,” h(‘ said to himself all at once, ” if i. 
were- a wise man, I'd begin this day s }>usiness by 
chiselling my own head- stone. For who knows but 
that before sunset my brother the grave-digger may 
be told to build me one of the liouses that last till 
doomsday ! AtkI wdiat man could then make the 
anonument to stop the door of my houst‘ with? But 
why should I have a monument? If I lie beneath it, 
I shall not know' I lie there. If I lie not there, then 
it will not stand over nie. So, whether I lie tliere, or 
lie not there, what will it matter to me then? Aye; 
but wLat if, being dead only to this world and living 
in another, T should yet look on the monument 
erected to my memory and therefore b(' the happier? 
1 know not; nor to what end we are vexed with 
this desire to be remembered after death. The 
prospect of vanishing from a poor, toilsome life fills us 
with such consternation and pain ! It is therefore we 
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strive to impress ourselves ineffa^e^ably on the race, 
so that, after we have gone hence, or ceased to be, 
we may still have incorporeal habitation among all 
coming generation/’ 

Here he was interrupted by a low knock at the 
door. Bidden to come in, there entered a man of 
delicate physiognomy, who threw a hurried glance 
around and inquired in an anxious tone : 

Sir, are you alone?” 

I am never alone,” replied Nicholas in a. ringing 
voice: ” for T dwell hard by the gate-way of life 
and death, through which a multitude is always 
passing. ” 

” Not so loud, I beseech you,” said the visitor, 
stretching forth his thin, white hands with eager 
deprecation, ” I would not, for the world, have any 
one discover that I have been here.” 

Arc you, then, a personage of such importance 
to the world?” said Nicholas, smiling, for the 
stranger’s appearance argued no worldly eonsideration 
whatsoever. The suit of black, which his frail figure 
seemed to shrink away from with very sensitiveness, 
was glossy and pathetic with more than one convert 
patch. His shoes were dust-covered and worn. His 
long hair went round his head in a swirl, and he 
bore himself with an air of damaged, apologetic, 
self-appi^ciation . 

“ I am a poet,” he murmured with a flush of 
pain, dropping his large mournful eyes beneath the 
scrutiny of one who might be an unsympathetic 
listener. ” I am a poet, and I have come to speak 
with you privately of my — of the — of a monument. I 
am afraid I shall be forgotten. It is a terrible 
thought.” 
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Ccin you not trust yoiu* poems to keep you re- 
membered?'’ asked Nicholas, with more kindliness. 

“ T could if they were ns widely read as they 
should be.” He appeared emboldened by his hearer’s 
gentleness. “ But, to con^'ss the truth, I have not 
been ac^pted by my age. 'Jlint, indeed, should give 
me no ])ain, since I have not written for it, but for 
the great future to which alone I look for my fame.” 

” Then why not look to it for your monument 
also?” 

” Ah, sir!” he cried, ” there are so many poets in 
the world that I might be entirely overlooked by 
posterity, did there not descend to it some sign that 
I was held in honour by my own generation.” 

'‘Have you never noticed,” he continued, with 
more earnestness, ” that W’hen strangers visit a 
cemetery they pay no attention to the thousands of 
little head-stones that lie scattered close to the ground, 
but hunt out tihe highest monuments, to learn in 
wdiose honour they were erected? Have you never 
heard them exclaim : ' Yonder is a great monument ! 
A great, man must be buried there. Let us go and 
find out who lie w as and what he did to be so cele- 
brated.’ Oh, sir, you and T know that this is a poor 
w'ay of reasoning, since the greatest monuments are 
not ahvays set over the greatest men: Still the 

custom has wrought its good effects, and splendid 
memorials do serve to make known in years to come 
those whom they commemorate, by inciting posterity 
tdlsearch for their actions or revive their thoughts. I 
w^arrant you the mere bust of Homer — ” 

” You are not mentioning yourself in the same 
breath wdth Homer, T hope,*’ said Nicholas, with great 
good -humour. 
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“ My poems are as dear to me as Horner's were to 
him/' replied the poet, his eyes filling. 

What if you are forgotten? Is it not enough 
if or the poet to have lived for the sake of beauty?” 

” No!” he cried, passionately. '' What you say 
is a miserable error. For the very proof of the poet's 
vocation is in creating the beautiful. But how know 
he has created it? By his own mind? Alas, the 
poetfs mind tells him only what is beautiful to him! 
It is by fame that he knows it — fame, the gratitude of 
men for the beauty he has revealed to them I What is 
so sweet, then, as the knowledge thjit faint? has come 
to him already, or surely awaits him after he is dead?” 

” We labour under some confusion of ideas, I 
fear,” said Nicholas, ” and, besides, are losing time. 
What kind of men — ” 

” That I leave to you,” interrupted the poet. 
” Only, T should like my monument to be beautiful. 
Ah, if you but knew" how all through this poor life of 
mine I have loved the beautiful ! Never, never have I 
drawn near it in an}- visible form without almost 
holding my breath as though I were looking deep, 
deep into God’s opened eyes. But it was of the 
epitaph I wished to speak.” 

Hereupon, with a deeper flush, he drew from a 
large inside breast-pocket, that seemed to have been 
inade for the purpose, a worn duodecimo volume, and 
fell to turning the much-fingered pages. 

” This,” he murmured fondly, without looking 
iip^ ”18 the complete collection of my poems.” 

” Indeed!” exclaimed Nicholas, with deep^ com- 
passion. 

” Yes, my complete collection. T have WTitten a 
great deaLmore, and should have liked to publish all 
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that 1 lijive written. But it was necessary to select,, 
and I Inive included here onl> what it was intolerable 
to see i\^asted. There is nothing I value more than a 
group of elegiac poems, which every single member 
of my large family — who are fine critics — and all my 
fri(aids, pronounce very be-^utiful. I think it would 
be a good idc^a to inscribe a selection from one on 
111} monument, sincfj those who read the selection 
would wish to read the entire; poem, and those who 
r(iad tin; entire poem would wish to read the entire 
eolleebion. 1 shall now favour you with these- 
elegies. ” 

“ T should be happy to hear them ; but my time V* 
said Nkdiolas, courteously. ‘‘ The living are too* 
impatient to wait on me ; th(i dead too patient to be 
defrauded. ” 

“ Surely you would not refuse to hear one of 

them, ” exclaimed the poet, his eyes dashing. 

” Eefid one, hy all means.” Nicholas seated’ 
himself on a monumental lamb. 

The poet passed one hand gently across his fore- 
liead. as though to bru^h away the stroke of rudeness ; 

then, fixing upon Nicholas a look of infinite remote- • 
ness, lie read as follows : 

“ He suffered but he murmured not; 

To every storm he bored bis breast ; 

He asked but for the highest lot : 

To be a bard above the rest.” 

“ Tf you ask but for the common lot,” interrupted 
Nicholas, ” you should rest content to be forgotten.” 

But before the poet could reply, a loud knock 
caused him to flap the leaves of the ” Complete Col- 
lection ” together with one hand, while with the other 
he gathered the tails of his long coat about him, as 
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though preparing to pass through some difficult aper- 
ture. The exaltation of his mood, however, still 
showed itself in the look and tone of proud condescen- 
sion with which he said to Nicholas : 

Permit me to retire at once by some private 
passivay . ’ ' 

Nicholas led him to a door in the rear of the shop, 
and there, wdth a. smile and a tear, stood for a moment 
watching the precipitate figure of the retreating bard, 
who suddenly paused when disappearing and tore open 
the breast of his coat to assure himself that his 
beloved elegies v/cre resting safe across his heart. 

The second visitor was of another sort. He 
hobbled on a coik leg, but inexorably disciplined the 
fleshy one into old-time firmness and precision. A 
faded military cdoak draped his stalwart figure. Part 
•of one bushy gray eyebrow had been chipped away by 
the same sword-cut that left its scar across his batt](3- 
beaten face. 

I have come to speak with you about my monu- 
ment,” he said in a gri^ voice that seemed to issue 
from the mouth of a rusty cannon. ” Those of my 
old comrades that did not fall at my side arc dead. 
My wife died long ;igo, and my little children. I am 
•old and forgotten. It is a lime of peace. There’s 
not a boy who will now listen to me while T tell of 
my campaigns. T live alone. Were I to die to- 
morrow my grave might not have so much as a 
headstone. It might be taken for that of a coward. 
Make me n, monument of a true soldier.” 

” Your grateful country will do that,” said 
Nicholas. 

” Ha?” exclaimed the veteran, whom the shock 
of battle had made deaf long ago. 
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“ Your country/' shouted Nicholas, close to his 
ear, “ your country — will erect a monument — to your 
memory. " 

“My country !“ The w^ords were s^t out with a 
reverberating, melancholy boom. “ My country will 
do no such a thing. How many millions of soldiers 
have fallen on her battle-fields ! Where are their 
monuments? They would make her one vast ceme- 
tery.” 

“ But is it not enough for you to have been a true 
soldier? Why wish to bo known and remembered for 
it?” 

“ 1 know I do not wish to be forgotten,” he 
replied, simply. “ 1 know 1 take pleasure in the 
thought that long after .1 am forgotten there will be a 
tongue in my monument to cry out to every passing 
stranger, ‘ Hen' lies the body of a true soldier.’ It 
is a great thing to be brave !” 

Is, then, this monument to be erected in honour 
of bravery, or of yourself?” 

“There is no difference,” said the veteran, bluntly. 

Bravery is myself.” 

It is bravery,” he continued, in husky tones, 
and with a mist gathering in his eyes that made him 
wink as though he were trying to see through the 
smoke of battle — ‘ ‘ it is bravery that I see most clearly 
in the character of God. What would become of us 
if he were a coward? I serve him as my brave com- 
mander ; and though I am stationed far from him and 
may be f^nt and sorely wounded, I know that he is 
somewhere on the battle-field, and that I shall see 
him at last, approaching me as he moves up and down 
among the ranks.” 
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]Rit you say that your country does not notice 
you — that you have no friends ; do you, then, feel no 
resratment?” 

None, none,” he answered quickly, though his 
head dropped on his bosom. 

And you wish to be remembered by a world tliat 
is willing to forget you?” 

He lifted his head proudly. '' There are many 
true men in the world,” ho said, ” and it has much to 
think of. I owe it all I can give, all I can bequeath ; 
and I can bequeath it nothing but the memory of a 
true man,” 

One day, not long after this, there came into the 
workshop of Nicholas a venerable man of the gravest, 
swetd.est, and most scholarly aspect, who spoke not a 
word until ho had led Nicholas to the front window 
and pointed a trembling finger at a distant church- 
spin}. 

You see yon spire?” he said. “ It almost 
pierces the clouds. In tlu* church beneath I have 
preached io men and women for nearly fifty years. 
Many that I have christened at tlie font I have married 
at the altar; many of these J have sprinkled with dust. 
What luivo 1 not done for them in sorrow and want ! 
Hosv have; I not toiled to set them in the way of purer 
pleasures and to nnclior their tempest-tossed hopes ! 
And yet how soon they will forget me ! Already many 
say I am too old to preach. Too old ! I preach better 
tlian I ever did in my life. Yet it may be my lot to 
wander down into the deep valley, an idle shepherd 
with an idle crook. I have just come from the wTiting 
of my next sermon, in which I exhort my people to 
strive that their names be not written on earthly 
monuments or human hearts, but in the Book of Life. 
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It is my sublimest theme. If I am evet eloquent, if 
if I am ever persuasive, if I ever for one moment draw 
aside to spiritual eyes the veil that discloses the calm, 
onrapturiDg vistas of eternity, it is when I measure my 
finite strength against this mighty task.* But why? 
Because they are the sermons of my own aspiration. 
I preach them to my own soul. Face to face with that 
naked soul I pen those sermons — ^pen them when all 
are asleep save the sleepless Eje that is upon me. 
Even in the light of that Eye do I recoil from the 
thought of being forgotten. How clearly I foresee it! 
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust ! Where then will be my 
doctrines, my prayers, my sermons?'" 

“ Is it not enough for you to have scattered your 
handful of good broadcast, to ripen as endlessly as 
the grass? What if they that gather know naught 
of him that sowed?" > 

" It is not enough. I should like the memory of 
me to live on and on in the world, inseparable from 
the good I may have done. What am I but the good 
that is in me? 'Tis this that links me to the infinite 
and the perfect. Does not the Perfect One wish his 
goodness to be associated with his name? No! No! 
I do not wish to be forgotten ! ' ' 

" It is mere vanity." 

" Not vanity," said the aged servitor, meekly. 
" Wait until you are old, till the grave is at your 
helpless feet : it is the love of life." 

But some years later there befell Nicholas an 
event that transcended all past experiences, and left 
its impress on his whole subsequent life. 

II 

The hour had passed when any one was likely to 
IT 
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Wter his shop. A few rays of pale sunlight, strag- 
gling in through crevices of the dopr, rested like a 
dying halo on the heads of the monumental figurt's 
grouped around. Shadows, creeping upward from the 
ground, shrouded all else in thin, penetrable half- 
gloom, through which the stark gray emblems of 
mortality sent forth more solemn suggestions. A 
sudden sense of the earthly tragedy overwhelmed 
him. The chisel and the hammer dropped from his 
hands and, resting bis head on the block he had btreii 
carving, he gave himself up to that mood of dim, 
distant reverie in which the soul seems to soar and 
float far above the shock and din of the world's dis- 
turbing nearness. On his all but oblivious ear, like 
the faint washings of some remote sea, beat the waves 
of the city’s tide-drivtui lif(‘< in the streets outside. 
The room itself seemed hushed to the awful stillni^ss 
of the high aerial spaces. Then all at once this 
stillness was brokc'U by a voice, low, clear, and 
tremulous, saying close to his ear ; 

Are you the maker of gravestones?” 

That is my sad culling,*” he cried, bifb riy, 
starting up with instinctive forebodings. 

He saw before^ him a veiled figure. To suppoi-t 
herself, she rested one hand on the block he had becai 
carving, while sIk; pressed th(‘ other against her h(\arf., 
as though to stifle pain. 

Whose monument is this?” 

A neglected poet’s who died not long ag(^. 
Soon, perhaps, I shall be making one for an old 
soldier, and one for a holy man, whose soul, I lic ar, 
is about to be dismissed.'’ 

” Are not some monuments sadder to make thnn 
others?” 
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“ Aye, tru]y.” 

What is the saddest you ever made?*' 

The saddest monument 1 ever made was one 
tor a pooi mother wiio had lost her only son. One 
day a. woman eaine in who had no sooner entered than 
sh(‘, sat down and j^jave way to a passionate oiitbui’st 
oi’ j^riel'.” 

“ ' My goon wojmm,’ i said, ‘ why do you wet‘]> 
so bitterly?’ 

“ ‘ Do not (!a]l m(‘ ^ood,’ she moantd, and hid her 

laee. 

“ 1 then ])er(ieived lier fallen character. When 
slu‘, }*ccovered self-pontrol slie drew' from lua* sinful 
bos(nn an old purse filled with coins of different valui's. 

“ ‘ Wliv do you ^ive me this?' I asked. 

“ ‘ It is to pay for a monument for my son,' sb(' 
said, and the storm of h(‘r grief swept over lier again. 

“ I hairiK'd that for years she had toiled <aiid 
starved to hoard up a sum with wliich to build a 
iiionmnent to bis Huunory, for lie had luwer failed 
of bis diitv to her after all others had cast her out. 
('ertainly he had his reward, not in the monument, 
hut in the, re|)eutanee wliiedi camc‘ to her after his 
deatli. I have never .s(H*n sueli sorrow for (‘vil as iJie 
uKunory of his love wrought in her. For herself she 
desirtal onlv that the spot where .she should he huric'd 
might he unknown. This longing to be forgotten 
lias hal mi* to believe that none desire to h(‘ remem- 
bered for tlie (',vil that is in them, hut only for some 
truth, or beauty, or goodness by wliicdi tlu'V have 
linked their individual lives to the general life of the 
i-a,ee. klven the lying epitaphs in cemeteries prove 
liow we would fain have the dead arrayed on the side 
of right in the thoughts of their survivors. This 
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wretched mother and human outcast, believing herself 
to have lost everything that makes it well to be 
remembered, craved only the mercy of forgetfulness/' 

‘‘ And yet I think she died a Christian soul/' 

‘‘ You knew her, then?" 

" I was with her in her last hours. She told me 
her story. She told me also of you, and that you 
would accept nothing for the monument you were at 
such care to make. It is perhaps for this reason that 
I have felt some desire to see you, and that I am here 
now to speak with you of — " 

A shudder passed over her. 

" After all, that was not a sad, but a joyous 
monument to fashion," she added, abruptly. 

" Aye, it was joyous. But to me the joyous and 
the sad are much allied in the things of this life." 

" And yet there might be one monument wholly 
sad, might there not?" 

" There might be, but I know not whose it 
would be." 

" If she you love should die, would not hers be 

so?" 

" Until I love, and she I love is dead, I cannot 
know," said Nicholas, smiling. 

" What builds the most monumpnts?" she asked, 
quickly, as though to retreat from her levity. 

" Pride builds many — splendid ones. Gratitude 
builds some, forgiveness some and pity some. But 
faith builds more than these, though often poor, 
humble ones ; and love ! — love builds more than all 
things else together." 

" And what, of all things that monuments are 
built in memory of, is most loved and soonest for- 
gotten?" she asked, with intensity. 
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“ Nay, I cannot tell that/* 

Is it not a beautiful woman? This, you say, is 
the monument of a poet. After the poet grows old, 
men love him for the songs he sang ; they love the 
old soldier for the battles he fought, and the preacher 
for his remembered prayers. But a woman ! Who 
loves her for the beauty she once possessed, or rather 
regards her not with the more distaste? Is there in 
history a figure so lonely and despised as that of the 
woman who, once the most beautiful in the world, 
crept back into her native land a withered hag? Or, 
if a w’oman die while she is yet beautiful, how long is 
she remembered? Her beauty is like heat and light — 
powerful only for those who feel and see it.** 

But Nicholas had scarcely heard her. His eyes 
had become riveted upon her hand, which Jested on 
the marble, as white as though grown out of it under 
the labours of his chisel. 

My lady,’* he said, with the deepest respect, 
will you permit me to look at your hand? I have 
carved many a one in marble, and studied many a 
one in life ; but never have I seen anything so 
beautiful as yours.’* 

He took it with an artist’s impetuosity and bent 
over it, laying its palm against one of his own and 
stroking it softly with the other. The blood leaped 
through his heart, and he suddenly lifted it to bis 
lips. 

“ God only can make the hand beautiful,** he 

said. 

Displaced by her arm which he had upraised, the 
light fabric that had concealed her figure parted on 
her bosom and slipped to the ground. His eyes swept 
over the perfect shape that stood revealed. The veil 
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still eoucoHled her face. The strangely mingled 
I'luotions that had been deepening within him all this 
tiiiK' now blended themselves in one irrepressible wish. 

“ Will you permit me to see your face?'’ 

She drew quickly back. A sij[lj)tle pain was in his 
voice as he cried ; 

Oh, my lady! I ask it. as one who has pure 
lyi^s for the beautiful.” 

My face belongs to m\ past. Jt lias bten my 
sorrow ; it is nothing now ." 

Only permit mo to S(.‘e it!" 

Is there no other face you would rather see?” 

Who can fathom the motive of a w'oman's 
(juestions? 

” None, none!” 

She dr(!W aside her veil, and her e\es ri'sted quiet- 
ly oil his lik(‘ a. ntvelation. Ho young she w’as as 
hardly yet to b(> a woman, and her beauty had in it 
that seraphic jairity and mysterious pathos which is 
iit'ver S('en in a, woman’s fae(‘. until the touch of aii- 
()tlu‘r ^vorlcl has chastimed her spirit into the resignation 
of a saint. The h(‘art of Nicholas w’as wrung by the 
sight of it willi a sudden staise of inconsolabk^ loss 
and longing. 

” Oil, my l.ndy!" h(‘ (Ti(al, sinking oii on(‘ ku(;e 
and touching liis lips to her hand with greatta- gentle- 
n(‘ss. ” Do you inde(al think th(‘ beauty of a w’oman 
so soon forgotten? As long as T live, yours will b(‘ 
as fresh in my memory as it w'as the moment aftca* 

1 first saw it in its perhjction and felt its power.”, 

Do not recall to nu* thc‘ sorrow of such 
thouglits." She touched her heart. ” My heart is a 
tired hour-glass. Already the sands arc wxdl nigh run 
through. Any hour it may stop, and then — out like 
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a I ShapeleftB anhes ! 1 have loved life well, 

hut not BO well that I have not been able to prepare 
to leave it." 

She spoke with the utmost simplicity and calm- 
iit*.ss, yet her eyes were turned with unspeakable 
staliiosK towards the shadowy recesses of the room, 
wlu n*. from their pedestals the monumental figures 
lookt'd down upon her as though they would have 
optaied their marble lips and said, “ Poor child! Poor 
cliild ! ’* 

“ I liave had my wish to see. you and to see this 
])l:u;r. lief ore long some one will come here to have 
you carve a monument to the most perishable of all 
things, lake tht‘ poor mothc^r who had no wish to be 
r(arjeml)ered — " 

Nicholas was moved to tlKi det^pest. 

T Inive but litth^ skill,” he said. " The great 
(rod did not bestow on me the genius of his favourite 
children of sculpture. But if so sad and sacred a 
cdiarge should ever become mine, with his help I will 
rear such a monument to your memory that as long 
as it stands nou('. who set; it wdll ever be able to forget 
you. Year Jifter year your memory shall grow^ as a 
legend of the beautiful." 

When she was gone lit; sat self-forgetful until the 
(larkn(‘ss grew impenetrable. As he gro|iped his way 
out at last along the thick guide;;P08t8 of death, her 
voiot; seemed to float towards him from every head- 
stone, her name to be written in every epitaph. 

Tbi; next day a shadow^ brooded over the place. 
Day by day it deepened. He went out to seek intel- 
lig(;nce of her. In the quarter of the city where she 
lived he discovered that her name had already become 
a nucleus around w^hich were beginning to cluster 
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many little legends of the beautiful. He had but to 
hear recitals of her deeds of kindness and mercy. For 
the chance of seeing her again he began to haunt the 
neighbourhood ; then, having seen her, he would return 
to his shop the victim of more unavailing desire. All 
things combined to awake in him that passion of love 
whose roots are nourished in the soul’s finest soil of 
pity and hopelessness. Once or twice, under some 
pretext, he made bold to accost her; and once, under 
the s^ess of his passion, he mutely lifted his 
eyes, confessing his love ; but hers were turned 
aside. 

Meantime he began to dream of the monument 
he chose to consider she had committed to his making. 
It should be the triumph of his art; but more, it 
would represent in stone the indissoluble union of his 
love with her memory. Through him alone would she 
enter upon her long after-life of saint-like remini- 
scence. 

When the tidings of her death came, he soon 
sprang up from the prostration of his grief 
with a burning desire to consummate his beloved 
work. 

Year after year your memory shall grow as a 
legend of the beautiful.” 

These words now became the inspiration of his 
masterpiece. Day and night it took shape in the 
roUing chaos of his sorrow. What sculptor in the 
world ever espoused the execution of a work that lured 
more irresistibly from their hiding-places the shy and 
tender ministers of his genius? What one ever 
explored with greater boldness the utmost limits of 
artistic expression, or ^^TOught in sterner defi^ance of 
the laws of our common forgetfulness? 
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III 

One afternoon, when people thronged the great 
cemetery of the city, a strolling group were held 
fascinated by the unique loveliness of a newly erected 
monument. 

‘‘ Never,’* they exclaimed, ‘‘ have we seen so 
exquisite a masterpiece. In whose honour is it 
erected?” 

But when they ^rew nearer, they found carved 
on it simply^womari’s name. 

” Who was she?” they asked, puzzled and dis- 
appointed. ” Is there no epitaph?” 

” Aye,” spoke up a young man lying on the grass 
and eagerly watching the spectators. ” Aye, a very 
fitting epitaph.” 

” Where is it?” 

” Carved on the heart of the monument!” he 
cried, in a tone of triumph. 

” On the heart of the monument? Then we can- 
not see it.” 

” It is not meant to be seen.” 

” How do you know of it?” 

” I made the monument.” 

Then tell us what it is.” 

” It cannot be told. It is there only because it 
as unknown.” 

‘ ‘ Out on you ! You play your pranks with the 
living and the dead.” 

” You will live to regret this day,” said a thought- 
ful by-stander. ” You have tampered with the 
memory of the dead.” 

” Why, look you, good people,” cried Nicholas, 
springing up and approaching his beautiful master- 
work. He rested one hand lovingly against it and 
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gJiAiiced around him pule with repressed excitement, 
MS though a long-looked-for moment had at length 
.•irrivod. I play no pranks with the living or the 
dead. Young as I am, I have fashioned many 
mouuriKmts, as this cemetery will testify. But I 
make no more. This is my last; and as it is the 
last, so it is the greatest. For I have fashioned it 
ill such love and sorrow for her. who lies beneath it as 
>ou can nt.*ver know. Tf it is beautiful, it is yet 
;nv unworthy emblem of that brief and transporting 
beauty which was hers; and I hav(' planted it here 
b(‘sidi^ her grave, that as a delicati‘ whit(‘ flow’er it 
may exhale thc^ perfume of her memory for centuries 
to come. 

Tell me,” he went on, his li])s trembling, his 
voic(‘ faltering wdth the burden of oppressivi‘ hope — 
tell me, you wdio behold it now , do you not w^ed 
her imanory deathlessly to it? IV) its fair sha])t', iis 
native and unchanging purity?” 

Aye,” they interrupteai, im])atiently . ” But 

tin- (‘pitaph?” 

Ah!” he criec], with tenderer feeding, ” bca-iutifuT 
as th<’'. monument is to the eye, it would be not fit 
embltrm of her had it not something sacreal hidden 
within. For she w'as not lovely to the sens(‘ alone, 
blit had a perfect heart-. So J havi*- ])laced wathin 
the monument that which is its heart and typifies 
bers. And, mark you!” he cried, in a voice of such 
awful w^arniiig that those* standing nearest him 
instinctively shrank back, “ the one* is as invjolable 
as tht^, other. No more could you rend the heart 
from the human bosom than this epitaph from the 
monument. My deep and lasting curse on him who 
allcmpts it! For I have so fitted the parts of the 
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work together, that to disunite would be to break 
tlicin in pieces; apd the inscription is so fragile and 
delicately poised within, that so much as rudely to 
jar the monument would shiver it to atoms. It is 
}>ut there to be invmlable. Seek to know it, you 
(](‘stroy it. This E but create after the plan of the 
tlreat Artist, who shows you only the fair outside^ 
of liis masterpieces. What human eye ever looked 
into th(3 mysterious heart of his beautiful — Ibat 
lie art which holds the secret of inexliaustible freshness 
and ete*rnal power? Could this epitaph have been 
earvcid on ihe outside, you would have read it and 
forgott(3n it with natural satiety. But uneoin- 
prebeiided, what a spell I mark it exereises ! Yc»u 
will — nay, you fnnni — renumber it for ever I You 
will speak of it to others. They will come. And 
thus in ever-widening circle will be bom* afar tl.ie 
iiK'Hiorv of li(‘r wdiose name is on it, th(3 emblem of 
w h<)S(‘ heart is hidden wiihin. And what more fitting 
memorial e.ould a man rear to a woman, the pure shell 
of whosti beauty all can see, the secret of whos** 
beautiful h(*ing no one eve*r comprehends?” 

He walked rapidly away, then, some distance 
tnnuMl ;ind looked hack. More spectators had come 
ii[). Some W(3r(3 (‘arnestly talking, pointing now Uy 
the monimumt, now' towairds him. Others stood in 
rapi) contemplation of his master- work. 

Tears rose to his eyes. A look of ineffable joy 
overspread his face. 

” Oh, my love!” he murmured, ”1 havc*^ 
triumphed . Death has claimed your body, heaven 
your spirit; but the earth claims the saintly memory 
of laich. This day about your name begins to grow' 
the Ejegend of the Beautiful." 
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The sun had just set. The ethereal white shape 
of the monument stood outlined against a soft back- 
ground of rose-coloured sky. To his transfiguring 
imagination it seemed lifted far into the cloud-based 
heavens, and the evening star, resting above its apex, 
was a celestial lamp lowered to guide the eye to it 
through the darkness of the descending night. 

IV 

Mysterious complexity of our mortal nature and 
estate that we should so desire to be remembcrod 
after death, though born to be forgotten ! Our 
words and deeds, the influences of our silent per- 
sonalities, do indeed pass from us into the long history 
of the race and abide for the rest of time : so that an 
earthly immortality is the heritage, nay, the inalien- 
able necessity, of even the commonest lives ; only it is 
an immortality not of self, but of its good and evil. 
For Nature sows us and reaps us, that she may gather 
a harvest, not of us, but from us. It is God alone 
that gathers the harvest of us. And well for us 
that our destiny should be that general forgetfulness 
we so strangely shrink from. For no sooner are we 
gone hence than, even for such brief times as our 
memories may endure, we are apt to grow by pro- 
cesses of accumulative transformation into what we 
never were. Thou kind, kind fate, therefore — never 
enough named and celebrated — that biddest the sun 
of memory rise on our finished but imperfect lives, 
and then lengthenest or shortenest the little day of 
posthumous reminiscence, according as thou seest 
there is need of early twilight or of deeper shadows ! 

Years passed. City and cemetery were each 
grown vaster. It wns again an afternoon when the 
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people strolled among tte graves and monum3nts. 
An old man had courteously attached himself to a 
group that stood around a crumbling memorial. 
He had reached a great age ; but his figure was erect, 
his face animated by strong emotions, and his eyes 
burned beneath his brows. 

Sirs,*’ said he, interposing in the conversation,, 
which turned wholly on the monument, '' you say 
nothing of him in whose honour it was erected.” 

” We say nothing because wo know nothing.” 

” Is he then wholly forgotten?” 

‘‘We are not aware that he is at all remembered. 

‘‘ The inscription reads: ‘ He was a poet.’ Know 
you none of his poems?” 

” W"e have never so much as heard of his poems.” 

‘ ‘ My eyes are dim ; is there nothing carvei.^ 
beneath his name?” 

One of the by-standers went up and knelt down 
c lose to the base. 

” There iras something here, but it is effaced by 
time — Wait!” And tracing his finger slowly along, 
he read like a child : 

‘ ‘ He — asked — but — for — the — highest — lot. ’ ’ 

” That is all,” he cried, springing lightly up. 
“Oh, the dust on my knees !” he added with vexation. 

“ He may have sung very sweetly,” pursues the 
old man. 

” He may, indeed!” they answ^ered, carelessly. 

” But, sirs,” continued he, with a sad smile, 
” perhaps you are the very generation that he looked 
to for the fame which his own denied him ; perhaps 
he died believing that you wnuld fully appreciate his 
uoem.” 
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“ J£ so, it was a comfortable faith to die in/’ 
ihey said, laughing, in return. “ He will never 
know that/ we did not. A feW' great poets have 
postJiuinous fame; we know them well enough. ’ 
And they passed on. 

This,” said the old man, as they paused elst - 
Avher(‘, ” seems to be the monument of a true sol- 
ilier ; Ivuow you aught of the victories he helped to 
win ?” 

He may not have helped to win am victories. 
H<' may liavi* been a coward. HoW' should ive knov\ V 
K])itaphs often lie. The dust is peopled with 
soldiers.” And again they moved on. 

Does any one read his sermons now, knew 
w)a‘/’ asked the old man as they paused behm' m 
ifiirrl monument. 

” Rrad his sermons!” they exclaimed, laugli- 
ing more heartily. ” Are sermons so much rc'ad in 
tlu^ eountry you come from? See liow' long ho lujs 
been dead ! What should the world thinking of, 
to l)e rc.-ading his iiiusty sermons?” 

At least does IT give. y(ju no pl(.*asuri‘ to n .id 
He WHS a good man?” inquired he, plaintively. 

A\ti; but if he was good, whs not his goodness 
its own rew’^ard?” 

H(‘. may have also wished long to b(' remem- 
ber* u I for it.” 

Naturally; but w’(^ have not lusard that bis 
wish wais gratified.” 

“Is it not sad that the. me.niory of so ))nieh 
hejuit v and truth and goorlness iji our common human 
life should perish? But, sirs,” — and here the old man 
sp{;ke with sudden energy — ” if there should be ( n<‘ 
who ('ond)ined perfect beauty and truth and goodness 
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in unciform and character, do you not think such a 
rare being would escape the common fate and be long 
' and widely remembered?'’ 
iJoubtles^..” 

“ Sirs/' said he, quickly stepping in front of theui 
with flashing eyes, “ is there in all this vast cemetery 
not a single monument that has kept green the memory 
( J the being in whose honour it was erected?'* 

“ Ayiy aye,” they answered, readily. ” Have 
you not hoard of it?” 

” 1 am but coifie from distant countries. ]\lau\ 
years .‘igo I was lu!ro, and have journeyed hither witli 
much di’sirc to see the place once more. Would you 
](indly sliow me this monument?'* 

‘'(Jonie!' they answered, eagerly, starting off. 
“ It is the best known of all the thousands in the 
e.einetery. Norn; who sec it can ever forget it.” 

“ Yes, yes*!” murmured the old man. ” That is 
\v'iiy T Iiave — I foresaw — ^Is it not- a beautiful monii- 
uient? 13o(^s it not lie — in what direction does it lie?” 

A feverisli eagerness seized him. He w^alked now 
beside, now IxToro, liis companions. Once ho whoolod 
on them. 

” Sirs, did you not say it perpetuates the meuiory 
of her — of the one — who lies beneath it?” 

“ Both are famous. The story of this woman mid 
hrr monument will never be forgotten. Tt is im- 
possible to forget it.” 

“ Ykiar after year — ” muttered lie brushing bis 
blind across his eyes. 

Thtyy soon came to a spot where the aged braiicbes 
of memorial evergreens interwove a sunless canop\ , 
and s])read far around a drapery of gloom through 
wlilcli tile wind fiasscd with an unending sigli. 
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Brushing aside the lowest boughs, they stepped in awe- 
stricken silence within the d^k, chill cone of shade. 
Before them rose the shape of a gray monument, at 
sight of which the aged traveller, who had fallen 
behind, dropped his staff and held out his arms as 
though he would have embraced it. But, controlling 
himself, he stepped forward, and said, in tones of 
thrilling sweetness : 

Sirs, you have not told me what story is con- 
nected with this monument that it should be so 
famous. I conceive it must be some very touching 
one of her whose name I read — some beautiful 
legend — 

‘'Judge you of that!'' interrupted one of the 
group, with a voice of stem sadness and not without 
a certain look of mysterious horror. “ They say this 
monument was reared to a woman by the man who 
once loved her. She was very beautiful, and so he 
made her a very beautiful monument. But she had 
a heart so hideous in its falsity that he carved in stone 
an enduring curse on her evil memory, and hung it 
in the heart of the monument because it was too 
awful for any eye to see. But others tell the story 
differently. They say the woman not only had a 
heart false beyond description, but was in person the 
ugliest of her sex. So that while the hidden curse is 
a lasting execration of her nature, the beautiful ex- 
terior is a masterpiece of mockery which her nature, 
and not her ugliness, maddened his sensitive genius 
to perpetrate. There can be no doubt that this is the 
true story, as hundreds tell it now, and that the 
woman will be remembered so long as the monument 
stands — aye, and longer — not only for her loathsome 
— Help the old man V 
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He had fallen backward to the ground. They 
tried in vain to set him op his feet. Stunned, 
speechless, he could only raise himself on one elbow 
and turn his eyes, towards the monument with a look 
of preternatural horror, as though the lie had issued 
from its treacherous shape. At length he looked up 
to them, as they bent kindly over him, and spoke with 
much difficulty : 

Sirs, I am an old man — a very old man, and 
very feeble. Eorgive this weakness. And I have 
come a long way, and must be faint. While you were 
speaking rny ^strength failed me. You were telling 
me a story — were you not? — the story — the legend of 
a most beautiful woman, when all at once my senses 
grew confused and I failed to hear you rightly. 
Then my ears played me such a trick ! Oh, sirs ! 
if yoi; but knew what a damnable trick my ears 
played me, you would pity me greatly, very, very 
greatly. This story touches me. It is much like 
one I seemed to liave heard for many years, and 
that I have been repeating over and over to my- 
self until I love it better than my life. If 
\ou would but go over it again — carefully — very 
carefully.'’ 

“ My God, sirs !" he exclaimed, springing up with 
the energy of youth when he had heard the recital a 
second time, ** tell me who who started this story! 
Tell me how and where it began !” 

“ We cannot. We have heard many tell it, and 
not all alike." 

“ And do they — do you — believe — ^it is — true?" 
he asked, helplessly. 

" We all hnoiv it is true; do not you believe 

it?" 


1 ? 
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“ I can never forget it he said, in tones quickly 
grown harsh and husky. “ Let us go away from so 
pitiful a place.” 

It was near nightfall when he returned, un- 
observed, and sat down beside the monument as one 
who had ended a pilgrimage. 

They all tell me the same story,” he murmured, 
wearily. “Ah, it was the hidden epitaph that wrought 
the error ! But for it, the sun of her naemory would 
have had its brief, befitting day and tender s|tting. 
Presumptuous folly, to suppose they would understand 
my masterpiece, when they so often misconceive the 
hidden heart of His beautiful works, and convert the 
uncomprehended good and true into a curse of evil ! ' ' 

The night fell. He was awaiting it. Nearer and 
nearer rolled the dark, suffering heart of a storm ; 
nearer towards the calm, white breasts of the dead. 
Over the billowy graves the many -footed winds 
suddenly fled away in a wild, tumultuous cohort. 
Overhead, great black bulks swung heavily at one 
another across the tremulous stars. 

Of all earthly spots, where does the awful discord 
of the elements seem so futile and theatric as in a 
vast cemetery? Blow, then, winds, till you uproot 
the trees ! Pour, floods, pour till the water trickles 
down into the face of the pale sleeper below ! Bumble 
and flash, ye clouds, till the earth trembles and seems 
to be aflame ! But not a lock of hair, so carefully 
put back over the brows, is tossed or disordered. The 
sleeper has not stretched forth an arm and drawn the 
shroud closer about his face, to keep out the wet. 
Not an ear has heard the riving thunderbolt, nor so 
much as an eyelid trembled on the still eyes for ail 
the lightning’s fury. 
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But had there been another human presence on 
the midnight scene, some lightning flash would have 
revealed the old man, grand, a terrible figure, in 
sympathy with its wild, sad violence. He stood 
beside his masterpiece, tow^ering to his utmost height 
in a posture of ail but superhuman majesty and 
strength. His long white hair and longer white 
beard streamed outv^ard on the roaring winds. His 
arms, bared to his shoulder, swung aloft a ponderous 
hammer. His face, ashen-gray as the marble before 
him, was set with an expression of stern despair. 
Then, as the thunder crashed, his hammer fell on the 
monument. Bolt after bolt, blow after blow. Once 
more he might have been seen kneeling beside the 
ruin, his eyes strained close to its heart, awaiting 
another flash to tell him that the inviolable epitapli 
had shared in the destruction. 

For days following many curious eyes came to 
peer into the opened heart of the shattered structure, 
but in vain. 

Thus the masterpiece of Nicholas failed of its 
end, though it served another. For no one could 
have heard the story of it, before it was destroyed, 
without being made to realise how melancholy that a 
man should rear a monument of execration to the 
false heart of the woman he once had loved ; and 
how terrible for mankind to celebrate the dead for the 
evil that was in them instead of the good. 



Henry van Dyke (born 1852) 


SALT 

Ye are the salt of the earth. — Matthew v. 13. 


This figure of speech is plain and pungent. Salt 
is savory, purifying, preservative. It is one of those 
Ipuperfiuities which the great French wit defined as 
things that are very necessary.** From the very 
leginning of human history men have set a high 
value upon it and sought for it in caves and by the 
seashore. The nation that had a good supply of it 
was counted rich. A bag of salt, among the 
barbarous tribes, was worth more than a man. The 
Jews prized it especially because they lived in a warm 
climate where food was difficult to keep, and because 
their religion laid particular emphasis on cleanliness, 
and because salt was largely used in their sacrifices. 

Christ chose an image which was familiar when 
He said to His disciples, “ Ye are the salt of the 
earth.** This was His conception of their mission, 
their influence. They were to cleanse and sweeten 
the world in which they lived, to keep it from decay, 
to give a new and more wholesome flavor to human 
existence. Their character was not to be passive^ but 
active. The sphere of its action was to be this present 
life. There is no use in saving salt for heaven. It 
will not be needed there. Its mission is to p^rr^ 
seagggL^ and purify things orr"«ai*thT 

NOw,'Yfom bne^^ was an immense 

compliment for the disciples to be spoken to in this; 

180 
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way. Their Master showed great confidence in them. 
He set a high value , upon them. The historian Liv^^.^ 
could find nothing better to express his admiration for 
the people of ancient Greece than this very phrase. He 
called them sal gentium-, the salt of the nations.” 

But it was not from this point of view that Christ 
was speaking. He was 

He was giving a clear and powerful call to duty. 
His thought was not that His disciples should con- 
gratulate themselves on being better than other men. 
He wished them to ask themselves whether they 
actually had in them the purpose and the power to 
make other men better. Did they intend to exercise 
a purifying, seasoning, sayipg influence in the wovid? 
Were they going to make their presence felt on earth 
and felt for good? If not, they would be failures and 
frauds. The savor would be out of them. They 
would be like lumps of rock salt which has lain too 
long in a damp storehouse ; good for nothing but to 
be thrown away and trodden •under foot ; worth less 
than common rock or common clay, because it would 
not even make good roads. 

Men of privilege without power are waste 
material. Men of enlightenment without influence 
are the poorest kind of rubbish. Men of intellectual 
and moral and religious culture, who are not active 
forces for good in society, are not worth what it costs 
to produce and keep them. If they pass for Christian 
they are guilty of obtaining respect under false 
pretenses. They were meant to be the salt of the 
earth. And the first duty of sal t is to be salty. 

This is the subject on which I want to speak to 
you to-day. The saltiness of salt is the symbol of a 
noble, powerful, truly religious life. 
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You college students are of pr ivilege,. It 

costs ten times as much, in labor ahcf care an3iiioney,' 
to bring you out where you are to-day as it costs to 
educate the average man, and a hundred times as 
much as it costs to raise a boy without any education. 
This fact brings you face to face with a question : 
Are you going to be worth your salt? 

You have had mental training and plenty of 
instruction in various branches of learning. You 
ought to be full of intelligence. Y^ou have had moral 
discipline, and the influences of good example have 
been steadily brought to bear upon you. Y"^ou ought 
to be full of principle. You have had religious ad- 
vantages and abundant inducements to choose the 
Ix'tter part. You ought to be full of faith. What 
are you going to do with your intelligence, your 
principle, your faith? It is your duty to make active 
use of them for the seasoning, the cleansing, the 
saving of the world. Do not be spq p ges. Be the 
s^4t of the earth. 

Think, first, of the influence for good which men 
^..intelligence may exercise in the world if they will 
only put their culture to the right use. Half the 
troubles of mankind come from i gnorapc e — ignorance 
which is systematically organized with societies for 
its support and newspapers for its dissemination — 
ignorance which consists less in not iTnowihg tfoiogs 
than in wilfully ignoring the things that are already 
known. There are certain physical diseases which 
w^ould go out of existence in ten years if people could 
only remember what has been learned. There are 
eertain political and social plagues which are propa- 
gated only in the atmosphere of shallow^ self-confi- 
dence and vulgar thoughtlessness. There is a yellow 
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fever of literature Rpecially adapted and prepared for 
the spread of shameless curiosity, incorrect informa- 
tion, and complacent idiocy among all classes of the 
population. Persons who fall under the influence of 
this pest become so triumphantly ignorant that they 
cannot distinguish between news and knowledge. 
They develop a morbid thirst for printed matter, and 
the more they read the less they learn. They are fit 
soil for the bacteria of folly and fanaticism. 

Now the men of thought, of cultivation, of reason 
in the community ought to be an antidote to these 
dangerous influences. Having beeri*' in the 
lessons of history and science and philosophy they are 
bound to contribute their knowledge to the service of 
society. As a rule they are willing enough to do this 
for pay, in the professions of law and medicine and 
teaching and divinity. What I plead for is the wider, 
nobler, unpaid service which an educated man renders 
to society simply by being thoughtful and by helping 
other men to think. 

The college • men of a country ought to be its 
most conservative men : that is to sav, the men who 
do most to conserve Tt. They ought to be the men ^ 
whom demagogues cannot inflame nor political bosses^ 
pervert. They ought to bring wild theories to thejl 
test of reason, and withstand rash experiments with 
obstinate prudence. When it is proposed, for 
to^j^ij’i^^.the whole nation by debasing Jtsp^ 
they should be tEe men who demand time to think 
whether real wealth can be created by artificial legis- 
lation. And if they succeed in winning time to think,* 
the danger will pass — or rather it will be transformed 
into some other danger requiring a new application 
of the salt of intelligenc.a^ For the fermenting activity 
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of ignorance is incessant, and perpetual thoughtfulness 
is the price of social safety. 

But it is not ignorance alone that works harm in 
""the body of society. Passion is equally dangerous. 
Take, for instance, a time when war is imminent. How 
easily and how wildly the passions of men are roused 
by the mere talk of fighting. How ready they are 
to plunge into a fierce conflict for an unknown motive, 
for a base motive, or for no motive at all. Educated 
men should be the steadiest opponents of war 
while it is avoidable. But when it becomes inevitable, 
save at a cost of a failure in duty and a loss of honor, 
then they should be the most vigorous advocates of 
'carrying it to a swift, triumphant, and noble end. No 
man ought to be too much educated to love his country 
|ind, if need be, to die for it. The culture yyhich leaves 
a man without a flag is only on.Q. degree less, miserable 
tbah that which leaves him ydthout a,,.God. To be 
ernpty "of enthusiasms and overflowing with criticisms 
is not a sign of cultivation, but of enervation. The 
best learning is that which intensifies a man’s 
patriotism as well as clarifies it. The finest education' 
is that which puts a man in closest touch wdth his| 
ellow-men. The true intelligence is that which acts, 
hot as cayenne pepper to sting the woidd, but as salt 
to cleanse and conserve it. 


Think, in the second place, of the duty which men 
HP moral principle owe to society in regard to the evils 
p^hich corrupt and degrade it. Of the existence of 
these evils we need to be reminded again and again, 
gust because we are comparatively clean and decent 


jand upright people. Men who live an orderly life 
are in great danger of doing nothing else. We wrap 


our virtue up in little bags of respectability and keep 



VAN DYKE 


185 


it in the storehouse of a safe reputation. But if it is 
genuine virtue it is worthy of a better use than that. 
It is fit, nay it is designed and demanded, to be used 
as salt, ior the purifying of human life. 

There are multitudes of our fellow-men whose 
existence is dark, confused, and bitter. Some of them 
are groaning under the burden of want ; partly because 
of their own idleness oi incapacity, no doubt, but 
partly also because of the rapacity, greed, and injustice 
of other men. Some of them are tortured in bondage^ 
to vice ; partly by their own false choice, no doubt, 
but partly also for want of guidance and good counsel 
and human sympathy. Every great city contains cen- 
ters of moral decay which an honest man cannot think 
of without horror, pity, and dread. The trouble is 
that many honest folk dislike these emotions so much 
that they shut their eyes and walk through the world 
with their heads in the air, breathing a little ‘ 
atmosphere of their own, and congratulating them- 
selves that the world goes very well now. But is it 
well that the things which eat the heart out of man- 
hood and womanhood should go on in all our great 
towns ? 


Ts it well that while we range with science, glorying in the time. 
City children soak and blacken soul and sense in city slime? 
There, among the glooming alleys, progress halts on palsied feet; 
Crime and hunger cast onr maidens by the thousand on the street. 
There the smoldering fire of fever creeps across the rotted floor, 
And the crowded conch of incest, in the warrens of the poor. 


Even in what we call respectable society, forces of 
corruption are at work. Are there no unrighteous 
practices in business, no false standards in social life, 
no licensed frauds and falsehoods in politics, no vile 
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^nd vuigar tendencies in art and literature and 
journalism, in this sunny and self-complacent modern 
world of which we are a part? All these things are 
signs of decay. The question for us as men of salt 
is: What ajre we going to do to arrest and counteract 
these tendencies? It is not enough for us to take a 
position in regard to them. If our influence 
is to be real, it must be positive. It is not enough 
^ say “Touch not the unclean thing.” On the 
contrary, we must touch it, as salt touches decay to 
check and overcome it. Good men are not meant to 
be simply like trees planted by rivers of water, 
flourishing in their own pride and for their own sake. 
They ought to be like the e ucalyp ^Jrees which 
have been set out in the marsnes of the Campagna, 
from which a healthful, tonic influence is said to be 
diffused to countervail the malaria. They ought to 
be like the tree of paradise, “ whose leaves are for 
the healing of nations.” 

Where good men are in business, lying and cheat- 
ing and gambling should be more difficult, truth and 
candor and fair dealing should be easier and more 
popular, just because of their presence. Where good 
men are in society, grossness of thought and speech 
ought to stand rebuked, high ideals and courtliness 
and chivalrous actions and “ the desire of fame and 
all that makes a man ” ought to seem at once more 
desirable and more attainable to every one who comes 
ii|to contact with them. 

' .^here have been men of this quality in the world, 
t is recorded of T^rna,r^|qp of ^lena. that when he 
came into the room, his gentleness and purity were 
so evident that all that was base and silly in the talk 
of his companions was abashed and fell into silence. 
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Artists like Fra Ang elico kave made their pictures 
like prayers. Warriors like the Chevalier Bayard and 
Sir Philip Sidney and Henry Havelock and Chinese 
(jordon nave dwelt amid camps and conflicts as 
Knights of the Holy Ghost. Philosophers like John 
Locke and George Berkeley, men of science "TSEe 
l^p^6n and Serscli^" poets like Wordsworth and 
Tenhysdh and have taught virtue by their 

lives as well as wisdom by their works. Humani* 
tarians like Howard and Wilberforce and Eaikes and 
Charles Brace have given ffiemsetves to noETe causes. 
Every man wKo will has it in his power to make his 
life count for something positive in the redemption 
of society. And this is what every man of moral 
principle is bound to do if he wants to belong to the 
salt of the earth. 

There is a loftier ambition than merely to stand 
high in the world. It is to stoop dowm and lift man- 
kind a little higher. There is a nobler character than 
that which is merely incorruptible. It is the charac- 
|ter which acts as an antidote and preventive of 
Wttiption. Fearlessly to speak the words which l*car 
witness to righteousness and truth and purity ; 
patiently to do the deeds which strengthen virtue and 
kindle hope in your fellow^-men ; generously to lend 
‘a hand to those who are trying to climb upward; 
faithfully to give your support and your personal 
help to the efforts which are making to elevate and 
purify the social life of the wwld, — that is what it 
means to have salt in your character. And that is 
the way to make your life interesting and savory 
and powerful. The men that have been happiest, and 
the men that are the best remembered, are the men 
that have done good. 
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What the world needs to-day is not a new system , 

i >f ethics. It is simply a larger number of people ^ 
i^ho will make a steady effort to live up to the system 
hat they have already. There is plenty of room for 
heroism in the plainest kind of duty. The greatest 
of all wars has been going on for centuries. It is the 
ceaseless, glorious conflict against the evil that is in the 
world. Every warrior who will enter that age-long 
battle may find a place in the army, and win his 
spurs, and achieve honor, and obtain favor with the 
great Captain of the Host, if he will but do his best to 
make his life purer and finer for every one that 
lives. 

It is one of the burning questions of to-day < 
whether university life and training really fit men' 
for taking their share in this supreme conflict. There? 
is no abstract answer; but every college class that 
graduates is a part of the concrete answer. Therein 
lies your responsibility, Gentlemen. It lies with you 
to illustrate the meanness of an education which pro- 
duces learned shirks and refined skulkerg ; or to 
illuminate the perfection of unselfish culture with the 
light of devotion to humanity. It lies with you to 
confess that you have not been strong enough to assi- 
milate your privileges; or to prove that you are able 
to use all that you have learned for the end for wEich 
it was intended. I believe the difference in the results 
depends very much less upon the educational system 
than it does upon the personal quality of the teachers 
and the men. Eichard Person was a university man, 
and he seemeJ'to live cEiefiy to drink port and read 
Greek. ThomasjQjLi^^ a university man, and 

he proved that he meant what he said in his earnest 
verse, — 
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I live fo^ those who love me, 

For those who know me true, 

For the heaven that bends above me, 

And the good that I can do; 

For the wrongs that need resistance. 

For the cause that lacks assistance, 

For the future in the distance, 

And the good that I can do. 

It remains only to speak briefly, in the third place, 
p^^he part which religion ought to play in the 
^uFifying, |)re s, crying, .. aiid .. of society. 

Hitherto I have spoken to you simply as men of 
intelligence and men of principle. But the Tdftt^ 
reach of rea€K5n''^ hh3 ’’'{Se"~stf^^^ inspiration of 
morality is religious faith. I know there are some 
thoughtful men, upright men, unselfish and useful 
men, who say that they have no such faith. But they 
are very few. And the reason of their rarity is because 
it is immensely difficult to be unselfish and useful and 
thoughtful, without a conscious faith in God, and in 
the divine law, and in the gospel of salvation, and in 
the future life. I trust that none of you are going to 
try that desperate experiment. I trust that all of you 
have religion to guide and sustain you in life’s hard 
and perilous adventure. If you have, I beg you to 
make sure that it is the right kind of religion. The 
tame makes little difference. The outward form 
! makes little difference. The test of its reality is its 
power to cleanse life and make it worth living ; to save 
the things that are most precious in our existence from 
corruption and decay ; to lend a new lustre to our 
ideals and to feed our hopes with inextinguishable 
light; to produce characters which shall fulfil Christ’s 
word and be the salt of the earth. 
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T^lgljgjpi is something which a man cannot invent 
fo^himsell, nor keep If it does not show 

in his conduct it does not exist in his heart. If be 
has just barely enough of it to save himself alone, it 
is doubtful whether he has even enough for that. 
Eeligion ought to bring out and intensify the flavor 
of all that is best in manhood, and make it fit, to use 
Wordsworth’s noble phrase. 

For human nature’s daily food. 

Good citizens, honest workmen, cheerful comrades, 
tryc |riends, gentle men, — that is what the product of 
religion should be. And the power that produces such 
men Ts the great antiseptic of society, to preserve it 
from decay. 

Beciiy^,begin_s„j^ It is the loss of balance 

m an organism. One part of the system gets too 
much nourishment, another part too little. Morbid 
processes are established. Tissues break down. In 
their d ebris all sorts of malignant growths take root. 
tEuin follows. 

Now this is precisely the danger to which the 
isocial organism is exposed. From thisjdanger religion ■ 
is meant to^ij’^Siye us. Certainly there can be no 
true Christianity which does not aim at this result. 
It shoxild-he a balancing, compensating,, regulating 
power. It should keep the relations between man and 
maST between class and class, normal and healthful 
and mutually beneficent. It should humble the pride 
of the rich, and moderate the envy of the poor. It 
should soften and ameliorate the unavoidable inequal- 
ities of life, and transform them from causes of jealous 
hatred into opportunities of loving and generous 
service. If it fails to do this it is salt without savor, 
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and when a social revolution comes, as the cODise- 
quence of social corruption, men will cast out the 
unsalted religion and tread it under foot. 

Was not this what happened in the F ^ y^nch Bevo- 
Ijiltio n? What did men care for the rellgwntfiSniS^ 
i ailed to curb sensuality and pride and cruelty under 
the oppression of the old regime, the religion that had 
forgotten to deal bread to the hungry, to comfort the 
afflicted, to break every yoke, and let the oppressed 
go free? What did they care for the religion that had 
done little or nothing to make men understand and 
love and help one another? Nothing. It was the first 
thing that they threw away in the madness of their 
revolt and trampled in the mire of their contempt. 

But was the world much better off without that 
false kind of religion than with it? Did the Eevolu- 
tion really accomplish anything for the purification 
and preservation of society? No, it only turned things 
upside down, and brought the elements that had been 
at the bottom to the top. It did not really change 
the elements, or sweeten life, or arrest the processes 
of decay. The only thing that can do this is the true 
kind of religion, which brings men closer to one 
another by bringing them all nearer to God. 


I call you to-day, my brethren, to take your part, 
not with the idle, the frivolous, the faithless, the 
selfish, the gilded youth, but with the earnest, the 
manly, the devout, the devoted, the golden youth. 
I summon you to do your share in the ^enaissanceof 
religion f or your own sake, for your felldwmen’s sake, 
fo]P'^*«yiai«^ country’s sake. On this fair Sunday, 
when all around us tells of bright hope and glorious 



PEOSE SELECTIONS 


promise, let the vision of our country, with her perils, 
with her opportunities, with her temptations, with her 
splendid powers, with her threatening sins, rise 
before our souls. What needs she more in this hour, 
fean the cleansing, saving, conserving influence of 
[Ight religion? What better service could we render 
fner than to set our lives to the tune of these words of 
’^Christ, and be indeed the salt of our country, and, 
through her growing power, of the whole earth? Ah, 
bright will be the day, and full of glory, when the 
bells of every church, of every schoolhouse, of every 
college, of every university, ring with the music of 
this message, and find their echo in the hearts of 
the youth of America. That will be the chime of a 
new age. 


King in the valiant man and free, 
The larger heart the kindlier hand; 
Bing out the darkness of the land, 
Bing in the Christ that is to be. 



Henry S. Pritchett (1857-1907) 

SCIENCE * 

The progre&g of science — like human progress in 
all directions — ^is a somewhat irregular process. In 
this process we can generally distinguish several 
stages, which, however, merge constantly into one 
another. The first stage is that of the collection of 
scientific data; the next, some sort of logical arrange- 
ment of the data ; and finally, generalizations made 
in the effort to interpret the phenomena. This 
chronological arrangement, however, is subject to 
constant variations. The human mind is active in 
the construction of theories formed far in advance of 
positive knowledge ; and while such theories are often 
erroneous, they nevertheless serve to stimulate investi- 
gation and to lead ultimately to truth. Scientific 
progress is thus made up of a continuous series of 
collections of fact, while efforts at interpretation occur, 
not in their chronologic order, but rather in the order 
which the temperaments of men and the tendencies 
of the age may suggest. 

For this reason it is seldom possible to compare 
sharply the stage of science at two distinct epochs. 
There are, to be sure, discoveries which belong to a 
given year, but they are ordinarily the culmination 
of long periods of collection and comparison of 


* From the Atlantic Monthly by kind permission of the 
publishers. 
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facts, which represent rather processes than distinct 
efforts, and the men who contribute most to the 
collection and correlation of facts are often unknown 
to the public. 

Furthermore, it is to be remembered when one 
considers physical science that the facts and the 
phenomena of science are the same to-day as fifty 
years ago. (^dicmieal reactions, the nature and growth 
of microbe organisms, the transformations Of energy, 
are the same in nature to-day :is they were a half- 
century ago. For this reason, the state of science 
at two distinct epochs cannot be contrasted in the 
same way as one might compare two epochs in a 
creative art, such as literature, in which a whole 
new school of authors nniy have grown up in 
consequence of a new social factor or a new 
literary cult. 

Comparisons of scientific progress at two distinct 
epochs resemble rather two views from a mountain, 
one view-point a little higher than the other, each 
looking out upon the same topography, but showing 
hills and valleys and streams in greater detail or with 
greater clearness from one point than from the other 
by reason of the difference in altitude. In some such 
way one may compare the outlook in science to-day 
with that of a half-century ago ; the facts and the 
phenomena arc the same, the point of view has 
changed enormously. 

To bring such a view within the compass of a 
brief discussion, one needs also to keep in mind two 
other facts. First, that in making such a comparison, 
one is vie^ving the scientific horizon, not from the 
standpoint of the specialist in any department of 
science, but rather from the standpoint of the 
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<iducated American. Such a man is not interested in 
the minute subdivisions of science, nor in the names 
-of the specialists who have served it ; but rather in 
the outcome, in the direction both of utilitarian ends 
and of intellectual and moral results, wliich the pro- 
^•ress of science promises to the race. Second, in 
making such a comparisc n from the standpoint of 
ihe genend reader, it is most important to keep in 
view the unity of human knowledge. Science is 
essentially one, and while, for the sake of convenience, 
it musf be classified into numerous subdivisions, these 
parts have a relation to th-* whole. Thus, physical 
science not only concerns itself witli the objective 
world, but it goes far beyond this and works at 
the relation between human circumsianc(‘s and the 
necessary laws which govern physical objects. In 
fche same way, the historical sciences transcend the 
social phenomena with which they are immediately 
concerned and attempt an interpretation of these in 
the light of physical law. Thus all divisions 
of science are inextricably yoked together in the 
common effort to explain the history of man, and 
dhe adjustment of the human race to its 
•environment. 

When one considers science in this larger aspect 
he realizes that the middle of the nineteenth century 
and the beginning of the twentieth are two extremely 
interesting epochs to compare. After centuries of 
accumulation of facts, the men of the first half 
of the nineteenth century had begun those great 
generalizations w’hich the mid-century saw securely 
in the grasp of the human mind, and the fifty years 
which have since elapsed have borne a rich fruitage 
of those generalizations. 
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The fundamental contosts which stand out most 
prominently in such a comparison may be grouped 
under four heads : — 

1. The last fifty years have seen a great bett'^r- 
incmt of the theo£etical basis of physical science. 

2. This development has been marked by a 
notable stimulation of scientific research; a differen- 
tation of scientific effort, and the creation thereby 
of a. great number of special sciences or departments 
of science. 

3. The possession of a secure theoretical basis 
and the intellectual quickening which has followed 
it have resulted in the application of science to the 
arts and to the industries in such measure as the 
world has never before known. These applications 
hfive to do with the comfort, health, pleasures, and 
hiippiness of the human race, and affect vitally all the 
coj')dihions of modern life. 

4 fiast, but perhaps in many respects the most 
sign^cant of all. is the effect which has been pro- 
duced upon the religious faith and the philosophy of 
life of the civilized worl<l b\ the widespread introduc- 
tion of what niti\ lx called the modern scientific 
spirit. 

I shall endeavour to point out the more significant 
movements which group themselves under these four 
heads, begging the reader always to bear in mind 
the fundamental fficts to which I have alluded, that 
is to say, the desire to present a view, not of the 
scientific specialist, but of the educated intelli- 
gent American; and secondly, to keep in mind 
at the same time, notwithstanding the differen- 
tiations of science, the essential unity of human 
knowledge. 
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The Betterment of the Theoretical Basis of 
Physical Science, 

Tho fimdcjmental sciences which have opened to 
us such knowledge of the laws of the universe as we 
now possess are mathematics, chemistry, and physics. 
The first of these deals with numerical relations, and 
it has been the tool with which the human mind has 
liad most experience. It had advanced to a high 
stage of perfection long before any other branch of 
science had attained even respectable standing. Men 
liNirned to reason in abstract relations with great 
skill and proficiency long in advance of the time 
when they reasoned from physical phenomena to 
their cause. The end of the eighteenth century and 
the beginning of the nineteenth saw a gajaxy of 
astronomers and mathematicians of whom Laplace 
and Gauss were the most fruitful, who carried mathe 
matical treatment of the problems of astronomy and 
gegd^^sy to a point which left little to be desired. 
The last century has seen little improvement in these 
processes, but mathematics has remained the most 
Iiicile tool in the hands of the physical investigator, 
in the interpretation of physical phenomena, and in 
the expression of the transformations of energy. But 
for the signifeant progress which has been made in 
the last fifty years we are indebted to the other two 
fundamental sciences, chemistry and physics. The 
first deals with the composition and transformation 
of matter; the second with energy and the transforma- 
tion of energy. 

The connection between physics and chemistry is 
so intipiate that it is impossible to draw a line of 
separation. In general, we are concerned in chemistry 
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with the elements which, by their combination,, 
form various substances, and with the composition 
of these substances; while in physics we are 
concerned with matter as a mass, as a substance re- 
presenting a fixed composition, though subject to 
changes of form and of place. Change's by which 
the identity of the body is affectcfl, such as, for 
example, hydrogen and oxygen combine to form 
water, are chemical changes and do not ])elong to 
j.hysics; while change's wliich matter undc'rgoes 
without altering its composition or destroying the 
identity of the body ar(‘ physical and are part of the 
study of physics. Tn.asmuch, howev(‘r. as chon]icaI 
changes are accompanied by changes of energy, there 
i;* a broad region which belongs to the investigations 
both of the physicist and of th(‘ chemist, and vhich 
completely connects those two fundamental sciemces. 

In the early part of the nineteenth century, John 
I)iilton announced his famous atomic theory, which 
lias served to unify the known or suspected law's of 
chemical combination. Dalton discovered that to 
every element a definite number could bo assignc'd, 
f nd that these numbers, or their multiples, govern 
the formation of jdl compounds. Oxygrai, for 
instance, unites with other ek'Hients in Iho proportion 
cf eight parts of weight, or some miiltij)le tlu'rf'of, 
end nev(U.’ in oll\(‘r ratios. With tlu* help of tla'se 
fdomic weights — or combining parts, as they are 
sometimes called — the composition of any substance 
could be represented by a simple formula. This 
theory had become w^ell established by the middle of 
the nineteenth century as the thread upon wEich all 
chemical results hung, and the second half of the 
century began under the stimulation wEich this 
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discovery brought about. Before this period, 
inorganic chemistry — that is, the chemistry of the 
metals, of earths, of common oxides, bases, and 
salts — had received the greatest attention, and during 
the first half of the nineteenth century inorganic 
chemistry embraced almost aM the work of chemists. 
The second half ot the nineteenth century has been 
the day of organic chemistry. It was at first 
supposed that the two fields of research were 
absolutely distinct, ])iit this belief was overthrown by 
Woehler, who showed that uipa, an organic body, 
was easily prepared from inorganic materials, and 
since that day a vast number of organic syntheses 
have been efiected. Out of this study has grown the 
basis of the chemical theory of to-day, that is to say, 
the conception of chemical stricture, which has 
placed the chemistry of the twentieth century upon 
a theoretical foundation vastly more seciire and 
vastly mor(' significant than that of half a century 
ago. 

Briefly stated, this theory of chemical structure is 
as follows : Every atom, so far as its union with 
other atoms is concerned, is seen to have a certain 
atom-fixing power, which is knovii as its valence. 
Eor example, take hydrogen as the standard of 
r('f^ence, and consider some of its simplest 
compounds. In hydrochloric acid, one atom of 
hydrogen is added to one of chlorine. These 
elementary atoms combine only in the ratio of ©ne to 
one. They are called “ univalent,’' that is, their 
power of fixing or uniting with other atoms is unity. 
In water, on the other hand, a single oxygen atom 
holds two of hydrogen in combination, and so oxygen 
is called a bivalent element. Nitrogen, phosphorous. 
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and other elements go still farther and are tri valent, 
while carbon is a quadrivalent substance, forming, 
therefore, compounds of the most complex type. The 
theory as thus stated is no mere specij^lation. It is 
the statement of observed fact, and this shows that 
the atoms unite, not at haphazard, but according to 
certain rules. 

A notable advance took place in the years 1860 to 
1870 in the discovery of a general law connecting all 
the chemical elements. That those elements are 
related was early recognized, but it was not until the 
epoch-making work of Mendeleeff that the per^dic 
variation in their properties was recognized, and the 
connection between the valency of the atom and its 
properties and compounds was interpreted. 

Within twent}^ years chemistry has been 
enormously developed upon its electrical side, both 
theoretically and practically. From a purely 
(diemical point of view, probably the most important 
electrical phenomena are those of electrolysis. When 
a current of electricity passes through a compound 
solution, the latter undergoes decomposition, and the 
dissolved substance is separated into two parts which 
move with unequal velodties in opposite directions. 
The conducting liquid is called an electrolyte, and 
the separated parts, or particles, of the compound in 
solution are termed its ions. One ion is positively, 
the other negj^ively, electrified, and hence they tend 
to accumulate around the opposite poles. Under 
suitable conditions, the separations can be made 
permanent and this fact is of the greatest signi- 
ficance in the different processes of electrometallurgy. 

The modern science of physics has its basis in the 
doctrine of the conservation of energy. This 
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doctrine as stated in the words of Maxwell is, “ The 
total energy of any material system is a quantity 
which can neither be increased nor diminished by any 
action between the parts of the system, though it 
may be transformed into any of the forms of which 
energy is susceptible/* A little more than a half- 
century ago, our knowledge of physics consisted in 
the main of a large muss of facts loosely tied to- 
gether; by theories not always consistent. Between 
1845 and 1850 the labors of Mayer, Joule, 
Helmholtz, and Sir William Thomson had placed the 
theory of the conservation, of energy upon firm 
ground, and for the last half-century it has been the 
basic law for testing the accuracy of physical 
experiments and for extending physical theory. To 
the presence of such a highly defined and consistent 
(heory is due the great development which our 
generation has witnessed. 

The most remarkable develo])ment of the half- 
century in the domain of physics has gone on in that 
field included under the name radio- activitv, a 
development which bids fair to affect the whole 
theory of physical processes. By radiation is meant 
the propagation of energy in straight lines. This is 
effected by vibrations in the ether which fills all 
space, both molecular and inter- stellar. This theory 
is based upon the conception that the vibrations are 
due to oscillations of the ultimate particles of matter. 

Experiments in vacuum tubes by * various 
inv(‘stigators led to a long series of most interesting 
results, culminating in the discovery by Roentgen in 
1895 of the so-called X-rays. These rays have 
properties quite different from those of ordinary 
light. They are not deflected by a magnet and will 
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penetrate glass, tin, aluminium, and in general metals 
of low atomic weight. In 1896, Becquerel 
discovered that uranium possessed the property of 
spontaneously emitting rays capable of passing 
through bodies opaque to ordinary light. 

Shortly after the discovery of this property in 
uranium Madame and Professor Curie succeeded in 
separating from pitchblende two new substances 
of very high radio-activity, called radium and 
polonium, the latter named after her native land, 
Poland. 

The radiations from these various substances arc 
invisible to the eye, but act upon a photographic 
plate and discharge an electrified body. A very 
active substance like radium will cause phosphorescent 
substance to become luminous. 

If a magnetic field is applied to a pencil of radium 
rays ‘the rays are separated out into three kinds, 
much as light rays are sifted out by passing through 
a prism. One set of rays is bent to the left, another 
to the right, and the third set keeps on in the original 
direction. 

The emission of the particles which deviate to the 
l(‘ft and right appears to proceed from explosions in 
some of the atoms of these substances. It is 
estimated that two hundred thousand millions are 
expelled from one gvam of radium bromide every 
second, yet the number of atoms in a gram is so 
enormous that this rate of emission may continue 
some years without an appreciable wasting of the 
mass of the substance. 

The discovery of these substances with their 
remarkable properties has not only led to interesting 
applications of the most novel kind, but has 
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slimulated the iinagitjation of investigators, and 
given rise to various new explanations of cosmic 
plienomcnn. Eur ('xample, it has been suggested that 
the internal heat of the earth may be kept up by the 
heat emitted frc)ni radium and other radio-active 
matter. All such theories are yet in the speculative 
stage. It n:;ay be said in general that, while the 
j)henomena presented by the radio-active substances 
hav(} caused physicists to revise physical theory in 
respect to molecular energy, nothing has been discover- 
ed which is inconsistent with the fundamental law of 
the conservation of energy. 

Progress no less real has been made in those 
sciences which deal with the study of the human body 
and the human mind. Physiology, during the last 
half of the niiuteenth ecaitury, has gained nearly all 
our present knowledge of the chemistry of digestion 
and secretion and of the mechanics of circulation, 
while psychology had advanced from a branch of 
philosophy to the position of a distinctive science. 

Eroni whatever point of view one regards human 
j)rogress, be will be led to realize that one of the 
great(‘st achievements of the race is the work of the 
army of scholars and investigators to whom is duo 
the betterment in these fifty years of the theoretical 
]);(sjs of these two fundamental physical sciences, a 
basis which is not only intellectually sound, but in- 
tellectually fruitful. The roll of these names — che- 
mists, physicists, biologists, inventors, investigators in 
fill fields of human knowledge — Is made up from all 
lands. *It is a world's roll of honour in which not 
only individuals but nations have earned immortality. 
Of all the men whose names are here written there are 
two whose work is so fundamental hnd far-reaching 
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that the world is glad to accord to them a pre-emi- 
nence. These are the Frenchman, Louis Pasteur, 
and the Englishman, Charles Darwin. 

The Differcniiation of Science and the Development of 
Special Sciences. 

Under the stimulus of the great fundamental 
theories which have tended to unify chemistry and 
physics, and also to direct attention to a vast field 
common to both and previously unex£lored, a larg(&i 
number of special sciences, or divisions of science, 
have been developed. Once the law of chemical 
structure was ascertained and the possibilities were 
made evident which this law involved, and once the 
law of the conservation of energy was clear and the 
multiform transformations which might be made under 
such a law formulated, there was oi)ened in every nook 
and corner of the physical universe the opportunity for 
new combinations and for new transformations. The 
result of this has been that in the last five decades 
physicists and chemists, having these threads in their 
hands as guides, have gone off into all sorts of by- 
p^hs. There has grown up through these excursions 
a great number of minor divisions of science, depend- 
ent on processes partly physical and partly chemical, 
but all related to one another and to the fundamental 
sciences of chemistry and phy sics. 

By means of that wonderful instrument, the 
spectroscope, has arisen the combination of the old 
science of astronomy with physics, knowm as^ astro- 
physics. There have been interesting gains in the 
older astronomy during this period, such as the dis- 
coveries of the new^ satellites of Mars, of Jupiter, and 
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of Saturn, all by American astronomers; the discovery 
of some hundreds of ast^oids with the unexpected 
form of some of their orbits; and the variation of the 
terr^stricii latitude. Ail thuse discoveries are in the 
direction of the applications of gravitational astronomy 
upon the foundations laid by Ne^gton, Laplace, and 
Ctoiiss. The significant gains have come, however, 
in the new aslronomy, which is really celestial phy- 
sics, and are the outcome of the modem spectroscope 
and photographic plate. The motion of stars and 
ngliulse in the line of sight, and discovery of invisible 
companions by the doubling of the lines of the 
spoc^um, and above all, the determinations of the 
physical constitution of the distant suns and nebulae 
have', thrown a great light not only upon cosmic 
evolution, but upon the probable history of our own 
planet. Perhaps no one result of the whole study is 
so significant as this : In the far-distant suns which 
shine upon us, as w^ell as in our own sun, we find only 
those same elements which exist in our own soil 
and in our own atmosphere. Just as the law of the 
combination of chemical elements and of the conser- 
vation of energ} points to a uniform physical law 
on our planet, so also the unity of material composi- 
tion throughout the universe of stars seems to point 
with equal significance to a physical unity of the 
wliolo universe. 

Larly in the seventeenth century, certain 
“ aninialculfie, as they were called, became recognized 
as the simplest form of life; but the modem science of 
bacteriology dates from the epoch-making investiga- 
tions of Pasteur and Koch, conducted within the last 
thirty -five years. One of the most important steps 
was the introduction by Koch of trustworthy 
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methods for separating individual bacterial species. 
Stncc many distinct species are indistinguishable 
from one ftnother by size and shape, it was obviously 
impossible by the older methods of study to separate 
one from the other. Koch suggested the use of solid 
materials as culture media, thereby representing the 
conditions so often seen when such organic matter as 
bread becomes mouldy. He dcanonstrated that the 
addition of gelatin to the infusions employed for the 
successful cultivation of bacteria converted them into 
prcHctically solid culture media without robbing them 
of any of their useful properties; and by the employ- 
ment of such media it was possible to separate as 
pure cultures the individual species that one desired 
to analyze. The introduction of this method for 
the isolation and study of ])acterial species 
in pure cultures constitutes perhaps the most 
important stimulus to the development of modern 
bacteriology. 

The studies made by Pasteur upon fermentation 
and the souring of wine, and upon the maladies of 
silkworms, together with Koch’s studies upon the 
infections of wounds, and the appropriate methods of 
analyzing them, were rich in suggestion to the 
workers in this new field. Twa) of the most important 
results have been in the application of these studies 
to the problems of the sanitary engineer and to the 
w^ork of preventive medicine. 

The drinking water of our cities is purified to-day 
by the process of natural sand filtration, by the septic 
tank process, etc. In these methods the living 
bacteria are the instruments by which the results are 
obtained. .The sand grains in the filters serve only 
as objects to which the bacteria can attach themselves 
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and multiply. By the normal life processes of the 
bacteria the polluting organic matter in the water is 
used up and inj^rt material given oh as a result. 

But e/en more important than this work of sani- 
tation is the contribution of bacteriology to preventive 
medicine. Early in the course of his work, Pasteur 
discovered that certain virulent pathogenic bacteria, 
when kept under certain conditions, gradually lost their 
disease-producing power, without their other life pro- 
perties being disturbed. When injected into animals 
in this attenuated state, there resulted a mild, tem- 
porary, and modified form of infection, usually 
followed by recovery. With recovery the animal so 
treated was immune from the activities of the fully 
virulent bacteria of the same sjiecies. The develop- 
ment of this fruitful idea has not only resulted in the 
saving of millions of money% but it has resulted as well 
in the prevention of human disease, the greatest 
triumph of modern science. 

A study of the laws of physics and chemistry in 
relation to living plants and animals led in a similar 
way to the discovery that the processes of the entire 
race history are reflected in the processes of the 
growth of the embryo, a result which created the 
new science of embryology. 

Similarly, in the studies of energy differentiations 
have gone on. Fifty years ago, our colleges had a 
single professor of what was called at that ‘ ([ay 
natural philosophy. To-day, a modem college will 
divide this field among a corps of teachers and investi- 
gators, one devoting his attention to mechanics, 
another to heat, another to electricity, another to 
magnetism, and another to sound apd light. In 
turn, electricity will be subdivided, the investigator 
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concerning him&elf with a constantly narrowing field 
oi: phenomena, with the expectation of working out 
completely the problem whose solution is sought. All 
these departments of physical science, with their 
numerous sub-divisions, are the offspring of the fun- 
damental sciences chemistry and physics. No contrast 
ib more striking in comparing the science of to-day 
\\ith that of fifty years ago than this differentiation, 
unless it be the even more significant fact that, not- 
withstanding this differentiation and division of labor, 
the essential unity of science is more apparent than 
ever before. Astronomy, geology, and biology were, 
fifty years ago, separate, and to a large extent 
unrelated, sciences. To-day they are seen to flourish 
in a common soil. 

The ApplicafJon of Science fo the Arts and to the 
Industries, 

In no other wa\ has the march of science in the 
last half-century been so evident to the eyes of the 
average intelligent man as in its practical applications 
to the arts and industries. Modern life to-day is on a 
different plane from that of fifty years ago by reason 
of applied science alone. Whether this has added to 
the jo\ of living, and to the general happiness of man- 
kind, is another question; but that it has raised the 
standard of health, that it has added enormously to 
the comfort and to the conveniences of man, no one 
can dispute. The house of fifty years ago lacked the 
facilities of pure water; it was illuminated, at the best, 
by imperfect gas jets; it was warmed by the old- 
fashioned stove ; and if situated in an isolated place, 
communication w^as possible only by messenger at the 
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expense of time and labor. The modem sanitary 
water service, electric lighting, modern means of con- 
struction, and the telephone make the dwelling-housef 
of to-da^ a wholly different place from the dwelling- 
house of fifty years ago. 

Steam transportation had already begun its. 
rnarvollous work before the epoch at which we start, 
but its great application has been made in the last 
half-century. Just as the fruitful theories of physics 
and chemistry have advanced physical science in all 
its applications, so also the elementary development 
and application of steam have blossomed in the last 
half-century into a transportation system which 
makes the world of to-day a wholly different world 
from that of fifty years ago. 

Perhaps the fundamental application of science- 
which has done the most to change the face of the 
civilized world is the invention by Sir Henry 
Bessemer of a cheap means of manufacturing steel 
from pig iron. On August IB, fifty-one years ago, 
he read before the British Association at Cheltenham 
a paper dealing with the invention which has made- 
his name famous. His paper was entitled The 
Manufacture of Malleable Iron and Steel without- 
Fuel ” and described a new and cheap process of 
making steel from pig iron by blowing a blast of 
air through it when in a state of fusion, so as to clear 
it of all carbon, and then adding the requisite quantity 
of carbon to produce steel. Not one man in ten thou- 
sand knows who Sir Henry Bessemer was or what he 
did, but every man who touches civilization leads to- 
day a different life -from that which he would have 
led, by reason of Bessemer’s invention. Cheap steel 
is the basis of our material advancement. 

14 
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One of the most interesting applications of 
chemistry is that involved in the manufacture of 
aniline colors. Up to the time of the investigation 
of Sir William Perkin in 1856, commerce had 
depended on vegetable colors, which had been ob- 
tained at great cost and difficulty. That these rain- 
bow hues could ever be procured from so insignificant 
a substance as coal tar seemed as improbable as any- 
thing which one could imagine, and yet from the 
labors of the chemist there have come in the last 
thirty years colors surpassing in beauty anything 
produced by nature. The manufacture of such colors 
has come to be a great industry, employing thousands 
of men and enormous capital, and this too out of a 
waste product wdiich manufacturers were once (piite 
ready to throw away. 

One of the most interesting combinations of 
chemistry and physics is that shown in the modem 
photograph. Photography as an art had reached a 
considerable stage of development by the early fifties, 
but the wet collodion process, as it was called, while 
possible for the professional, was difficult for the 
amateur. Plates had to be prepared and finished on 
the spot, transportation was difficult, and there was a 
demand for a process which could be used in the field 
as easily as in the office. The first step came in 
1856 in the invention of what was called dry 
collodion, followed rapidly by similar inventions 
which did away with the troublesome preparation of 
the plate, and the modem camera, an instrument, so 
convenient and easy of transportation, and yet so 
safe and sure in its results, that on the wildest 
expeditions the most perfect photographs can be 
taken. 
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To-day the word which best represents to the 
popular mind the triumphant application of science 
is the word electricity.*' The fruitful idea that 
electricity, like light, was only a form, of energy, lies 
at the base of great inventions which have been 
made. The moment that electricity was produced 
by transforming other forms of energy, there became 
possible al] sorts of machines which (iould not he 
imagined under any other hypothesis. It was in 
the development of this idea that the inventors have 
perfected during this half-century the electric motor, 
the electric light, the telephone, and the thousand 
separate devices by which mechanical energy is 
transformed into electric energy, and this again into 
heat or light. It is the machines for these marvellous 
transformations which have been invented in the 
last generation that have made the greatest difference 
in OUT modem life. The storage battery, the arc light, 
the incandescent light, and the telephone have all 
come in as actual parts of our everyday life within the 
memory of men of middle age, and, as a crowning 
exploit of the century, telegraphy without wires brings 
iis messages from ships in mid-ocean. In every 
department of domestic life, in every line of transporta- 
tion, in almost all methods of communication between 
men and cities, the application of electricity has come 
to play a great role. So numerous are these applica- 
tions, so important are they to our comfort and to our 
well-being, that we have ceased to wonder at them, 
and year by year new applications are made which a 
few decades ago would have called forth astonishment, 
but which we receive as a part of the day's work. So 
gr^at is this field, so promising are the applica- 
tions which we may hope to see made, that no 
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man can foretell what the inventions of the future 
may be. 

To-day we are interested not less in the applica* 
tions of electricity than in its supply. So well is the 
law of transformation of energy now understood and 
so sure are the results of our inventors, that we may 
confidently expect that the applications of electricity 
to the arts and industries will reach almost any 
point of perfection. A vital question is, can a supply 
of energy be found which can be efficiently and 
cheaply transformed into electric energy? 

At present our chief source of electricity is coal, 
and the century just closing has given no particular 
indication of a possible rival to coal, unless it be 
water power. Over a large part of the earth's 
surface, however, neither coal nor water power is 
accessible. Furthermore, the supply of coal is limited. 
It is likely to become in the near future more and 
more*, expensive, and one of the great problems which 
the inventors of our day face is the problem of 
devising a cheap and effective source of energy for the 
production of power. 

Inhere is one source to which all minds revert 
when this question is mentioned, a source most 
promising and yet one which has so far eluded the 
investigator. The sun on a clear day delivers upon 
each Square yard of the earth's surface the equivalent 
of approximately two horse-power of mechanical 
energy working continuously. If even a fraction of 
this power could be transformed into mechanical or 
electrical energy and stored, it would do the world's 
work. Here is power delivered at our very doors 
without cost. How to store the energy so generously 
furnished, and keep it on tap for future use, is the 
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problem. That the next half-century will see some 
solution thereof, chemical or otherwise, seems likely. 

Perhaps in no way have the applications of science 
so ministered to human happiness as in the contri- 
butions of the last fifty years to preventive medicine, 
surgery, and sanitation. Within this half-century 
Pasteur did his great work on , spontaneous generation 
and in the de\elopment of the theory of anti-toxins. 
Poliowing in his steps, Lister applied the principles 
which Pasteur had enunciated, in the treatment of 
wounds and sores. The whole outcome has been a 
splendid step forw^ard, not only in such matters as 
the treatment of diphtheria, yellow fever, and malaria, 
but also in the direction of preventive medicine. The 
scientific world is organizing for a fight to the death 
with tuberculosis, that worst malady of mankind, and 
if there is any such advance in general education and 
in general knowledge during the next fifty years as in 
the last, it is not too much to hope that this dread 
‘Scourge of humanity may be vanquished. In no direc- 
tion in which science touches life is there a greater 
contrast between the life of fifty years ago and that of 
to-day than in these matters of preventive medicine, of 
surgery, and of sanitation ; and it is worth recalling 
that these advances have come, not through the pro- 
fessional physician or surgeon, but through the labora- 
tory investigations of the chemist and of the physicist. 
Applied chemistry and physics are the sources from 
which our sanitary and surgical gains have resulted. 

A no less striking application of science in this 
half-century is to be found in those matters which 
affect transportation, whether on land or sea. Within 
this brief span of a generation and half, steam trans- 
portation has been so enormously advanced that the 
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transit of the largest oceans has become little more- 
than a pleasure trip. Within this period the first- 
electric car was set rolling over the earth's surface, 
and the whole development of modem transportation, 
including the automobile, belongs to this half-century. 

Equally impressive, but not so often referred to, 
are the applications of science in the transmission of 
intelligence. Fifty years ago the land telegraph was 
in its infancy, and its use was restricted to messages 
of pressing business importance. Within the span of 
time of which we are speaking, the telegraph has been 
developed into an indispensable adject of every 
civilized man's business. Submarine cables extended 
under the sea connect all the continents of the earth. 
Not only have these enormous changes come, but the 
invention of the telephone makes it possible to transmit- 
the human voice across the space of hundreds of 
miles: and finally, as a first-fruit of the twentieth- 
century inventor's work, wireless telegraphy sends its 
messages through the air from the distant ship to the- 
short*. These applications, which enable each civilized 
man to know the business of all the rest, are to have 
an effect on our mode of life, on our relations with 
other nations, and on the general culture of civilized 
world, such as we perhaps cannot even to-day imagine. 
One of the results of this development in America i» 
the modem newspaper, filled with news from the ends 
of the earth. The ease of transmission makes it 
possible to report not only the important things, but 
the scandal and the gossip, each item of which ought 
to die in its own cradle. The modern sensaJ^onaT 
paper is one of the unripe fruits of the scientific 
applications of our age. Social development in the 
last half-century has lagged behind scientific progress 
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and application. The education of the American 
people in obedience to law and in framing effective 
legislation for the distribution of the proceeds of pro- 
duction are fat*, behind the scientific efficiency of the 
age. A serious question of civilization is, “ How may 
the nation be rightly educated and wisely led, to the 
end that the tremendous productivity of applied 
science may ennoble, and enrich, rather than vulgarize 
and corrupt it?” 

The Effect of Modem Scientific Research on the 

Religious Faith and the Philosophy of Life of 

the Civilized World. 

It la not too much to say that the development of 
science in these last five decades has produced a 
greater effeet upon the beliefs and the philosophy of 
civilized man than that of all the centuries preceding. 
Fifty years ago the scientific world stood upon the 
brink of a great philosophical conception as to the 
origin of tht* system of nature which we see about us. 
The epoch-making work of Laplace and his contem- 
porary mathematicians upon the development of the 
solar system, the researches of Ly^ll concerning the 
history of our own earth, the work of Buffem and 
Lamarck, the reflections of the earlier thinkers, like 
Leihnitv, Schelling, and Kapt, all served in their re- 
spective braneffes of science to prepare the world for 
some generalizations as to the origin of life and the 
variations of living forms. In human history there had 
been recognized an evolution, one form of institjutiozi 
growing out of another, one race out of another, one 
language out of another. The evidence was beginning 
to be cumulative that the present is the child of 
the past, and that the living creatures which we see 
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about us have been evolved, being descendants of 
ancestral forms on the whole simpler; that those 
ancestors were descended from still simpler forms, and 
so on backward. What was heeded in 1857 was some 
well-grounded, intelligible explanation of the variation 
of species. This explanation came in 1859 in the 
publication of Charles Darwin’s epoch-making book, 
The Origin of Species by Means of Natural Selection, 
Darwin showed that in natural selection, or what has 
s]bo been called the survival of the fittest/’ is found 
a natural process whicli results in the preservation of 
favorable variations. This process leads to the 
modification of each creature in relation to its organic 
conditions of life, and in most cases the change may 
be regarded as an advance in organization, Darwin- 
ism ” is not to be confused with ** evolution/' 
Darwin’s name has been given to one particular 
interpretation of the process of evolution. The actual 
fact of development is proved from so many converg- 
ing lines that there can be no doubt of the fact itself, 
^ilthough the future growth of our ideas may largely 
modify the explanation that Darwin has given of it. 

Perhaps no single work has produced sO great an 
impression upon the spirit of any age as has Darwin’s 
memorable book upon the intellecutal life of Europe 
and America. The book became at first the centre of 
n fierce intellectual discussion. Scientific men them- 
selves were divided in their estimate of its importance 
and its soundness. In Boston, before the American 
Academy of Science and Arts, there went on during 
the winter of 1859 and 1860 one of the most spirited 
scientific debates which our country has ever known, 
between Professor Louis Agassiz in opposition to 
Darwin’s theory and Professor William A. Eogers in 
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ifavor of Both were eloquent men, both ware 
‘eminent in science, and perhaps no series of 
♦discussions before a scientific body has been more 
‘interesting than those w’hich these two great men 
‘Carried on at this time. 

The outcome of the work of Darwin and his 
'Successors has been the pr<ictical acceptance by 
•civilised men of the general theory of evolution, 
.however they may differ about the pinjcess itself. 
While the work of the scientific men who have built 
aip the doctrine of evolution, which to*day stands more 
‘firmly than ever as a reasonable interpretation of 
organic nature, w^as a scientific one and had nothing 
to do with ultimate proWerns, nevertheless it w^as 
inevitable that such a theory should excite the 
strongest opposition on the part of the theology 
of that day. The acrimony of that discussion has 
long since worn away. Men have had in fifty years 
a breathing time sufficient to see that however opposed 
^such an explanation of nature may be to the then 
.accepted orthodox theory of creation, neither one nor 
The other was necessarily connected with true religious 
life. To-day, in one form or another, nearly all 
•educated men accept the general theory of (n’olution as 
the process by which the universe has been 
developed. 

The chief effect, however, of the advance of 
^science during these fifty years upon religious belief 
and the philosophy of life has come, not so much from 
ihe acceptance of the theory of evolution, or the con- 
-servation of energy, or other scientific deductions, but 
rather from the development of what is commonly 
called the scientific spirit/’ To-day a thousand 
men are working in the investigations of science 
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where ten were working fifty years ago. These men 
form a far larger proportion of thc^. whole community 
of intelligent men than they did a half-century ago, 
and their influence upon the thought of the race is- 
greatly increased. They have been trained in a 
generation taught to question all processes, to hold 
fast only to those things that will bear proof, and to- 
seek for the truth as the one thing worth having. It 
is this attitude of mind which makes the scientific 
spirit, and it is the widespread dissemination of thia 
spirit which has affected the attitude of the great 
mass of civilized men toward formal theology and 
toward a general philosopliy of life. The ability ta 
believe, and even the disposition to belicwe, is one- 
of the oldest acquirements of the human mind. On 
the other hand, the capacity for estimating evidence- 
in cases of physical causation has beem a recent 
acquisition. The last fifty years has added 

enormously to the power of the race in this capacity, 

and in the consequent demand on the part of all men 
for trustworthy evidence, not only in the case of 
physical phenomena, but in all other matters. This- 
spirit is to-day the dominant note of the twentieth 
century. It is a serious spirit and a reverent one, 

but it demands to know, and it will be satisfied with 

no answer which does not squarely face the facts. 
This intellectual gain is the most note -worthy fruitage 
of the last fifty years of scionco and of scientific 
freedom. 

A direct outcome of this development of scientific 
spirit has been the growth of what has come to be 
called the higj^er criticism. The higher criticism ie 
a science whose aim is the determination of the 
literary history of books and writings, including^ 
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inquiries into the literary fora, the umty, the date 
of publication, the authorship, the method of com- 
position, the integrity aiA amount of care shown in 
any subsequorit editing, and into ether matters, such 
as may be discovered by the use of the internal 

evidence presented in the writing itself. It is termed 
the higher criticism to distinguish it from the 
related science of lo^er, or textual, criticism. This 
science is almost wholly a child of the last hall- 
century, and in particular is this true so far as 

Biblical study and criticism are concerned. The deve- 
lopment of this school of study along scientific lines 
has, in connoctinn with the wide spread of the 

scientific spirit itself, had an enormous effect on thtr 
attitude of civilized man toward formal theology 

and toward formal religious organizations. 

What the outcome of this intellectual develop- 
ment will h(*, whether it will result in a change of 
the organizations themselves or tlie evolution of new 
organizations for religious teaching along other lines 
than those which now exist, no one to-day can say. 
Of this much,, however, we may be fairly sure : 
that although the work of the evolutionists and the 
higher critics may have affected formal theology, 
there is no reason for belief that the innate religious 
spirit of mankind has been weakened. True religion 
is a life, not a belief; and the religious life of the 
twentieth century promises to be as deep and genuine, 
and perhaps more satisfactory, than that of the 
century before. To-day the figure of Jesus Christ 
looins larger to the world than it did fifty years ago, 
and partly for the reason that his life and work are 
being studied apart from formal theology and inde- 
pendently of formal religious organizations. 
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The general effect of the whole evolutionary deve- 
lopment of the last fifty years upon the philosophy 
of life of civilized man ha# been a hopeful one. The 
old theology pointed man to a race history in which 
he was represented as having fallen from a high 
estate to a low one. The philosophy of evolution 
encourages him to believe that, notwithstanding the 
limitations which come from a brute ancestry, his 
tcourse has been upward, and he looks forward to-day 
hopefully and confidently to a. like development in the 
future. 

One who looks over this half-century of develop- 
ment of science cannot but feel something of this 
hopefulness as he looks forward to the half-century 
just begun. So little do we know of nature and of 
nature’s laws, so large is their intent in coinparism, 
that we may confidently expect the discoveries of the 
next half-century to more than equal those of the 
half-century just passed. The applications of 
chemistry and of physics are now being pushed by 
thousands of men better trained for research than 
in any generation which preceded. Organized 
effort in scientific research is begun; transportation, 
already so highly developed, will become still more 
convenient. Preventive medicine may well be 
expected to make enormous strides in the struggle 
with the great plagues of mankind. The whole 
ecale of human living, so far as comfort and con- 
venience are concerned, we may confidently €>xpect to 
improve as rapidly as it has in the fifty years gone by. 
The house of 1950 will be as much superior in 
comfort and convenience to our homes of to-day as 
th(?se are to those of a half-century ago, 

Einally, we may be sure that during the next 
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fifty years, as during the past, that question which 
will most interest man is the old one, What is life, 
nnrl how came it to be? This question has not yet 
been answered by any fruitful hypothesis like those 
of Darwin or Lamarck, which have been such effective 
tools in the hands of investigators. In the aid of' 
the solution of this problem all scientific men are 
working, either consciously or unconsciously. Much 
of what they do seems trivial and dry in the eyes of 
those ^vho are occupied with other thoughts. The man 
wdio is engaged in accumulating a million dollars 
may not easily understand how a student will toil' 
patiently in a laboratory, laboriously gathering 
together minute d<ata, in order that the generalizers 
of science may go a step farther in the solution of 
the problem. To-day the w’orld stands firmly 
convinced of the universal fqrce of the principle of 
evolution, and on the other hand looks forward to 
the realization of independent life and action in the 
separate cell. Whether in the next half-century 
science may be able to vanquish the difficulty 
presented by the atom of living potential proto^asm, 
the cell, we cannot say, but we may feel sure that 
great steps toward its solution will be made, and’ 
tlial theses steps will be taken in the service of the 
truth for the truth's sake, which is the w^atclword of 
the science of to-day. 



Maxim Gorky (bom 1868 ) 

CHELKASH* 


The blue southern sky was bedimmed by the dust 
rising from the haven; the burning sun looked dully 
down into the greenish sea as if through a thin grey 
veil. It could not reflect itself in the water, which 
indeed was cut up by the strokes of oars and the 
furrows made by steam-screws and the sharp keels 
'Of Turkish feluccas and other sailing vessels, plough- 
ing up in every direction the crowded harbour in 
which the free billows of the sea were confined within 
fetters of granite and crushed beneath the huge 
•weights gliding over their crests, though they beat 
against the sides of the ships, beat against the shore, 
beat themselves into raging foam — foam begrimed by 
•all sorts of floating rubbish. 

The sound of the anchor chains, the clang of the 
couplings of the trucks laden with heavy goods, the 
metallic wail of the iron plates falling on the stone 
flagging, the dull thud of timber, the droning of the 
carrier- wagons, the screaming of the sirens of the 
steamships, now piercingly keen, now sinking to a dull 
roar, the cries of the porters, sailors, and custom- 
house officers — all these sounds blended into the 
deafening symphony of the laborious day, and vibrat- 
ing restlessly, remained stationary in the sky over 


* From Tales from Gorky by kind permission of Jarrolds, 
Publishers (London), Ltd. 
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the haven, as if fearing to mount higher and dis- 
appear. And there ascended from the earth, continu- 
ally, fresh and ever fresh waves of sound — some dull 
and mysterious, and these vibrated sullenly all around, 
others clangorous and piercing which rent the dusty 
•fiultry air. 

Granite, iron, the stone haven, the vessels and the 
people — everything is uttering in mighty tones a 
madly passionate hymn to Mercury. But the voices 
of the people, weak and overborne, are scarce- .audible 
therein. And the people themselves to whom all 
this hubbub is primarily due, are ridiculous and piti- 
ful. Their little figures, dusty, strenuous, wriggling 
into and out of sight, bent double beneath the burden 
of heavy goods lying on their shoulders, beneath the 
burden of the labour of dragging these loads hither 
and thither in clouds of dust, in a sea of heat and 
racket — are so tiny and insignificant in comparison 
with the iron colossi surrounding them, in comparison 
with the loads of goods, the rumbling wagons, and 
all the other things which these same little creature 
have made ! Their own handiwork has subjugated 
and degraded them. 

Standing by tj|e quays, heavy giant steamships 
ere now w'histling, now hissing, now deeply snorting, 
and in every sound given forth by them there seems 
to be a note of ironical contempt for the grey, dusty 
little figures of the people crowding about on the 
decks, and filling the deep holds with the products 
of their slavish labour. Laughable even to tears 
are the long strings of dockyard men, dragging after 
them tens of thousands of pounds of bread and pitch- 
ing them into the iron bellies of the vessels in order 
to earn a few pounds of that very same bread for 
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their own stomachs — people, unfortunately, not made* 
of iron and feeling the pangs of hunger. These 
hustled, sweated crowds, stupefied by weariness and 
by the racket and heat, and these powerful machines, 
made by these selfsame people, basking, sleek and 
unruffled, in the sunshine — machines which, in the 
first instance, are set in motion not by steam, but by 
the muscles and blood of their makers — in such a 
juxtaposition there was a whole epic of cold and cruel 
irony. 

The din is overwhelming, the dust irritates the' 
nostrils and blinds the eyes, the heat burns and 
exhausts the body, and everything around — the build- 
ings, the people, the stone quays — secan to be on the 
stretch, full -ripe, ready to burst, ready to lose all 
patience and explode in some grandiose catastrophe, 
like a volcano, and thus one feels that one would be 
able to breathe more easily and freely in the refreshen- 
ed air; one feels that then a stillness would reign» 
upon the earth, and this dusty din, benumbing and 
irritating the nerves to the verge of naelancholy mania, 
would vanish, find in the town, and on the sea, and 
in tke sky, (everything would be calm, clear, and glo- 
rious. But it only seems so. Qpe fancies it must 
be so, because man has not yet wearied of hoping 
for better things, and the wdsh to feel himself free has- 
not altogether died away within him. 

Twelve measured and sonorous strokes of a bell 
resound. When the last brazen note has died awajr 
the wild music of labour has already diminished by 
at least a half. Another minute and it has passed 
into a dull involuntary murmur. The voices of men? 
and the splashing of the sea have now become more^ 
audible. The dinner-hour has come. 
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When the dock-han4s, leaving off work, scatter 
along the haven in noisy groups, buying something 
to i'at from the costermonger women and sitting 
/down to their meal in the most shady corners of the 
macadamized qua} , amidsi them appears Greg 
IJbelkash, that old wolf of the pastures, well-known to 
the people of the haven as a confirmed toper and a 
bold and skilful thief. He is barefooted, in shabb\ 
old plush breeches, hatless, with a dirty cotton shirt 
with a torn collar, exposing his mobile, withered, 
knobbly legs in their cinnamon-brown case of skin. 
Jt is plain from his touzled back, grey-streaked hair 
and his keen wizened face that he has only just 
awoke. From one of his smutty moustaches a wisj) 
•of straw sticks out, the fellow to it has lost itself 
among the bristles of his recently shaved left check, 
and behind his ear be has stuck a tiny linden twig 
]Tist plucked from the tree. Lanky, bony, and some- 
what crooked, he slowly shambled along the stones, 
and moving from side to side his hooked nose, which 
H'sembled the beak of a bird of prey, he cast around 
him sharp glances, twinkling at the same time his cold 
grey eyes as they searched for someone or other among 
the dockyard men. His dirty brown moustaches, 
long and thick, twitcht‘d just like a cat's whiskers, 
and his arms, folded behind his back, rubbed one 
against the other, while the long, crooked, hook-like 
fingers clutched at the air convulsively. Even here, 
in the midst of a hundred such ragged striking 
tatterdemalions as he, he immediately attracted atten- 
tion by his resemblance to the vulture of the steppes, 
by his bird-of-prey-like haggardness, and that alert sort 
35 
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of gait, easy and quiet in appearance, but inwardly 
the result of excited weariness, like the flight of the 
bird of prey he called to mind. 

When he came alongside pne of the groups of 
ragged porters sprawling in the shade beneath the 
shelter of the coal baskets, he suddenly encountered a 
broad-shouldered little fellow with a stupid pimply 
face and a neck scarred with scratches, evidently fresh 
from a sound and quite recent drubbing. He got up 
and joined Chelkash, saying to him in a subdued voice : 

Goods belonging to the fleet have been missed in 
two places. They are searching for them still. Do 
you hear, Greg !'* 

“ Well asked Chelkash quietly, calmly measur- 
ing his comrade from head to foot. 

What do you mean by well? ^They're searching 
T say, that’s all.” 

‘ * Are they asking me to help them in their search 
then?” 

And Chelkash, with a shrewd smile, glanced in 
the direction of the lofty packhouse of the Volunteer 
Fleet. 

” Go to the devil!” 

His comrade turned back. 

” Wait a bit! What are you so stuck-up about? 
Look how they’ve spoiled the \lhole show! I don’t 
see Mike here !” 

” Have’nt seen him for a long time,” said, the 
other, going back to his companions. 

Chelkash went on further, greeted by everyone 
like a man well-known. And he, always merry 
with a biting repartee, to-day was evidently not in a 
good humour, and gave abrupt and snappy 
answers. 
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At *one point a oubtom-house ojBicer, a dusty, 
dark-green man with the upright carriage of a 
soldier, emerged from behind a pile of goods. He 
barred Ghelkash’s way standing in front of him with 
a challenging pose, and seizing with his left hand the 
handle of his dirk, tried to collar Chelkash with his 
right. 

Halt! whither are you going?’' 

Chelkash took a step backwards, raised his eyes to 
the level of the custom-house ofiScer, and smiled 
drily. 

The ruddy, good-humouredly -cunning face of the 
official tried to assume a threatening look, puffing out 
its checks till they were round and bloated, contract- 
ing its brows and goggling its eyes — and was 
supremely ridiculous in consequence. 

** You have been told that you are not to dare to 
enter the haven, or I’d break your ribs for you. And 
here you are again ! ’ ’ cried the guardian of the 
customs threateningly. 

** Good day, Semenich! we have not seen each 
other for a long time,” calmly replied Chelkash, 
stretching out his hand. 

I wish it had been a whole century. Be off! 
Be offl” 

But Semenich pressed the extended hand all 
the same. 

” What a thing to say!” continued Chelkash, 
still retaining in his talon-like fingers the hand of 
Semenich, and shaking it in a friendly familiar sort 
of way — “ have you seen Mike by any chance?” 

” Mike, Mike? whom do you mean? I don’t 
know any Mike. Go away, my friend! That pack- 
house officer is looking, he...*’ 
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The red-haired chap, 1 mean, with whom I 
worked last time on board the ' Kostroma,’ persisted 
Chelkash. 

With whom you pilfered, you ought to say. 
They’ve carried your Mike off to the hospital if you 
must know ; he injured his leg with a bit of iron. 
Go, my friend, while you are asked to go civilly; go, 
and I’ll soon saddle you with him again!” 

” Ah, look there now! and you said you did not 
know Mike ! Tell me now, Semenich, wdiy are you 
so angry?” 

'‘Look here, Greg! none of your cheek I be 
off!” 

The custom-house olhcer began to be angry, and 
glancing furtively around him, tried to tear his hand 
out of the powerful hand of Chelkash. Chelkash 
regarded him calmly from under his bushy brows, 
smiled to himself, and not releasing his hand, con- 
tinued to speak : 

” Don’t hurry me! I’ll have my say with you 
and then I’ll go. Now tell me, how are you getting 
on? — Your wife, your children, are they well?” — and, 
twinkling his eyes maliciously and biting his lips, 
with a mocking smile, he added: “ I was going to 
pay you a visit, but I never brad the time — ^I was 
always on the booze...” 

“Well, well, drop that! — none of your Itjrks, 
you bony devil! — I’m really your friend...! suppose 
you’re laying yourself out to nab something under 
coyer or in the streets?” 

** Why so? Here and now I tell a good time’s 
coming for both you and me:, if only we lay hold of a 
bit. In God’s name, Semenich, lay hold! Listen 
now, again in two places goods are missing! Look 
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out now, Semenioh, and be very cautious lest you 
come upon them somehow!'* 

Utterly confused by the audacity of Chelkash* 
Semenich trembled all over, spat freely about him, 
and tried to say something. Chelkash let go his hand 
and calmly shuffied back to the dock gates with long 
strides, the custom-house officer, cursing fiercely, 
moved after him. 

Chelkash was now in a merry mood. He softly 
whistled through his teeth, and burying his hands, 
into his breeches’ pockets, marched along with the 
easy gait of a free man, distributing sundry jests 
and repartees right and left. And the people he left 
behind paid him out in his own coin as he passed by. 

Hollow. (Chelkash! how well the authorities 
mount guard over you! ' howled someone from amopg 
the group of dock -workers who had already dined 
and were resting at full length on the ground. 

‘'I'm barefooted you see, so Semenich follows 
behind so as not to tread upon my toes — he might 
hurt me and lay me up for a bit," replied Chelkash. 

The>' reached the gates, two soldiers searched 
Chelkash and hustled him gently into the street. 

" Don't let him go!" bawled Semenich, stopping 
at the dockyard gate, 

Chelkash crossed the road and sat down on a 
post opposite the door of a pot-house. Out of the 
dockyard gates, lowing as they went, proceeded an 
endless string of laden oxen, meeting the returning 
teams of unladen oxen with their drivers mounted 
upon them. The haven vomited forth thunderow» 
noise and stinging dust, and the ground trembled. 

Inured to this frantic hurly-burly, Chelkash, 
stimulated by the scene with Semenich, felt in the 
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best of spirits. Before him smiled a solid piece of 
work, demanding not very much labour but a good 
deal of cunning. He was convinced that he 
would be equal to it, and blinking his eyes, fell think- 
ing how he would lord it to-morrow morning, when 
the whole thing would have been managed and the 
bank-notes would be in his pocket. Then he called 
to mind his comrade Mike, who would have just done 
for this night’s job if he had not broken his leg. 
Ohelkash cursed inwardly that, without Mike’s help, 
it would be a pretty stiffish job for him alone. What 
sort of a night was it going to be? He looked up 
at the sky and then all down the street... 

Six paccis away from him on the macadamised 
pavement, with his back against a post, sat a young 
lad in a blue striped shirt, hose to match, with bast 
shoes and a ragged red forage cap. Near him lay a 
small knapsack and a scythe without a handle 
wrapped up in straw carefully wound round with 
cord. The lad was broad-shouldered, sturdy and 
fair-haired, with a tanned and weather-beaten face, 
and with large blue eyes gazing at Ohelkash con- 
fidently and good-naturedly... 

Ohelkash ground his teeth, protruded his tongue, 
and making a frightful grimace, set himself to gaze 
fixedly at the youth with goggling eyes. 

The youth, doubtful, at first, what to make of it, 
blinked a good deal, but suddenly bursting into a 
fit of laughter, screamed in the midst of his laughter : 

Ah, what a character!'’ and scarce rising from the 
ground, rolled clumsily from his own to Ohelkash ’s 
post, dragging his knapsack along through the dust 
and striking the blade of the scythe against a 
stone. 
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“ What, brother, enjoying yourself, eh? Good 
health to you I*’ said he to Chelkash, plucking his 
trouser. 

“ There's a job on hand, my sucking pig, and 
such a job!" confessed Chelkash openly. He liked 
the look of this wholesome, good-natured lad with 
the childish blue eyes. Been a-mowing, eh?" 

" Pretty mowing! mow a furlong and earn a 
farthing! Bad business that! The very hungriest 
■come crowding in, and they lower wages though they 
don't gain any. They pay six grivenik* in the 
Kuban here — a pretty wage! Formerly they paid, 
people say, three silver roubles, four, nay five!" 

" Formerly! — Ah, formerly, at the mere sight of 
a Kussian man they paid up splendidly there. I 
worked at the same job myself ten years ago. You 
went up to the cossack station — here am I, a Eussian I 
you said, and immediately they looked at you, felt 
you, marvelled at you, and — ^three roubles down into 
your palm straightway 1 Those were the days for 
eating and drinking. And you lived pretty much as 
you liked." 

The lad listened to Chelkash at first with wide- 
open mouth, with puzzled rapture writ large on his 
rotund physiognomy; but, presently, understanding 
that this ragamuffin was joking, he closed his lips 
with a snap and laughed aloud. Chelkash preserved 
a serious countenance, concealing his smile in his 
moustaches. 

" Bum card that you are I you spoke as if it were 
true, and I listened and believed you. Now, Qod^ 
knows , formerly ..." 

* A prrivenik is a 10 kopeck piece =*1 /10th of a silver rouble. 
A silver rouble *= 2 b. 
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'' But I count for something, don’t I? I tell you 
that formerly...” 

” Go along !” said the lad, waving his hand. “I 
suppose you’re a cobbler? — or are you a tailor? 
iPhat ^ire you?” 

What am I?” repeated Chelkash, reflecting a 
little — “ I’m -a fisherman!” he said at last. 

‘‘ A fisherman! really? — you really catch fish?” 

** Why fish? The fishermen here don’t only catch 
fish. There’s more than that. There are drowned 
corpses, old anchors, sunken ships — everything! 
There are hooks for fishing up all sorts...” 

” Nonsense, nonsense! I suppose you mean the 
sort of fishermen who sang of themselves : 

“ ‘ Our nets we cast forth abroad 
On the river bank so high, 

And in storehouse and grain loft so high.,.’ ” 

” And you have seen such like, eh?” inquired 
Chelkash, looking at him with a smile and thinking 
to himself that this fine yoimg chap was really very 
stupid. 

” No, where could I see them? But I’ve heard 
of them...” 

Like the life, eh?” 

” Like their life? Well, how shall I put it? — 
they are not bothered with kids... they live as they 
like..; they are free...” 

” What do you know about freedom? Do you 
love it?” 

V Why of course. To be your ofgn master... to 
go where you like... to do what you like. Still more, 
if you know how to keep straight, and have no stone 
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about your neck... then it’s splendid! You may enjoy 
yourself as you like, if only you don't forget God...'’ 

Chelkash . spat contemptuously, ceased from 
questioning, and turned away from the youth. 

‘‘ I’ll tell you my story," said the other with a 
sudden burst of confidence. " When my father died 
he left but little, my mother was old, the land was 
all ploughed to death, what was I to do? Live I 
must — but how? I didn't know. I w^ent to my 
wife's relations — a good house. Very well! 'Will 
you give your daughter her portion?' But no, my 
devil of a father-in-law would not shell out. I was- 
worrying him a long time about it — a whole year. 
VThat a business it was ! And if I had had a 
hundred and fifty roubles in hand I could have paid 
off the Jew Antipas and stood on my legs again. 
‘Will you give Marfa her portion?' I said. ‘No?’ 
Very well I Thank God she is not the only girl in 
the village.' I wanted to let him know that I would 
be my own master and quite free. Heigh-ho!"' 
And the young fellow’ sighed. " And now there is^ 
nothing for it but to go to my relations after all. I 
had thought : look now ! I'll go to the Kuban Dis- 
trict. I’ll scrape together two hundred roubles — and 
then I shall be a gentleman at large. But it was* 
only so-so ! It all ended in smoke. Now you'll 
have to go back to your relations, I said to myself... 
as a day-labourer. I'm not fit to be my own master 
— no. I'm quite unfit. Alas! Alas!" 

The young fellow had a violent disinclination to* 
go to his relatives. Even his cheerful face grew dark 
and made itself miserable. He shifted heavily about 
on the ground and drew Chelkash out of the revene in- 
which he had plunged while the other was talking. 
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Chelkash also began to feel that the conversation 
was boring him, yet, for all that, he asked a few 
more questions : 

And now where are you going?** 

‘‘ Where am I going? Why, home of course.** 

• My friend, it is not ' of course * to me. You 
might be going to kick up your heels in Turkey for 
aught I know/* 

In Tm-tur-key?** stammered the youth. 

Who of all the Orthodox would think of going there? 
Wliat do you mean?** 

“ I mean that you’re a fool!** sighed Chelkash, 
and again he turned away from the speaker, and this 
time he felt an utter disinclination to waste another 
word upon him. There was something in this healthy 
country lad which revolted him. 

A troublesome, slowly ripening irritating feeling 
was stirring somewhere deep within him, and 
prevented him from concentrating his attention 
and meditating on all that had to be done that 
night. 

The snubbed young rustic kept murmuring to 
himself in a low voice, now and then glancing fur- 
tively at the vagabond. His cheeks were absurdly 
chubby ; his lips were parted ; and his lackadai- 
sical eyes blinked ridiculously and preposterously 
often. Evidently he had never expected that his 
conversation with this moustached ragamuffin would 
have been terminated so quickly and so offensively. 

The ragamuffin no longer paid him the slightest 
attention. He was whistling reflectively as he sat on 
the post and beating time with his naked dirty 
paw. 

The rustic wanted to be quits with him. 
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‘‘I say, fisherman, do you often get drunk?" — 
he was beginning, when the same instant the fisher- 
man turned round quickly face to face with him and 
disked : 

" Hark ye, baby! Wiil you work with me to- 
night? Come! yes or no?’* 

" Work at what?" inquired the rustic suspi- 
ciously . 

" At whatever work I give you. We’ll go a- 
fishing. You’ll have to row..." 

" Oh! All right! No matter* I can 

work. Only don’t let me in for something You’re 

90 frightfully double-tongued. you’re a dark 

horse..." 

Chelkash began to feel something of the nature 
-of a gangrened wound in his breast, and murmured 
with cold maliciousness : 

" No blabbing, whatever you may think. Look 
now, I’ve a good mind to knock your blockhead abou^ 
till I drive some light into it." 

He leaped from his post, and while his left hand 
still twirled his moustache, he clenched his right 
into a muscular fist as hard as iron, while his eyes 
•flashed and sparkled. 

The rustic was terrified. He quickly looked 
about him, and timidly blinking his eyes, also leapt 
trom the ground. They both stood there regarding; 
each other in silence. 

" Well?" inquired Chelkash sullenly, he was 
hoiling over and tremulous at the insult received 
from this young hull-calf, whom during the whole 
course of their conversation he had despised, but 
whom he now thoroughly hated because he had such 
clear blue eyes, such a healthy sun-burnt face, such 
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short strong arms. He hated him, moreover, because,, 
somewhere or other, he had his native village, and a 
house in it, and because he numbered among his^ 
relatives a well-to-do peasant farmer; he hated him 
for all his past life and all his life to come, and, moro 
than all this, he hated him because this creature, a 
mere child in comparison with himself, Chelkash, 
dared to love freedom, whose value he knew not, and 
which was quite unnecessary to him. It is 
unpleasant to see a man whom you regard as worse 
and lower than yourself, love or hate the same thing 
as you do, and thus become like unto yourself. 

The rustic looked at Chelkash, and felt that in 
him he had found his master. 

“ Well...’' he began, I have nothing to say; 
against it. I am glad, in fact... You see I am out 
of work. It is all one to me wdiom I work for, for 
you or another. I only mean to say that you* 
don’t look like a working man... you ’re so terribly 
ragged, you know. Well, I know that may happen 
to us all. Lord! the topers I’ve seen in my time T 
No end to ’em! But I’ve never seen any like you.” 

“All right, all right! It is agreed then, eh?” 
asked Chelkash. His voice was now a little softer. 

“ With pleasure, so far as I am concerned. 
What’s the pay?” 

“I pay according to the amount of work done, 
and according to the kind of work too. It depends 
upon the haul. You might get a fifth part — what do 
you say to that?” 

But now it was a matter of money, and therefore 
the peasant must needs be exact and demand the 
same exactness from his employer. The rustic had a 
fresh access of uncertainty and suspicion. 
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“ ^^ay, brother, ‘ a bird in the hand is worth two 
in the bush — ’ '' 

Chelkash fell in with his humour. 

“ No more gabble! Wait! come to the pub!’' 

And they walked along the street side by side, 
•Chelkash twisting his moustaches with the impudent 
air of a master, the rustic with the expression of a 
complete readiness to buckle under, yet at the same 
time full of uneasiness and suspicion. 

“ What do they call you?’* inquired Chelkash. 

“ Gabriel,” replied the rustic. 

When they came to the filthy and smoke-black 
inn, Chelkash, going up to the buffet with the 
familiar tone of jm old habitu^ ordered a bottle of 
vodka, cabbage-soup, a roasted joint, tea; and totting 
up the amount of the items, curtly remarked to the 
barmaid! All to my account, eh?" whereupon the 
barmaid nodded her head in silence. And Gabriel 
was suddenly filled with profound respect for his 
master, who, notwithstanding his hang-dog look, 
enjoyed such notoriety and credit. 

" Well, now we can peck a bit, and have a 
talk comfortably. You sit here. I’ll be back 
directly." 

Out he W'eiit, Gabriel looked about him. The 
inn w^as on the ground-floor, it w^as damp and dark 
and full of the stiding odour of distilled vodka, 
tobacco smoke, tar, and a something else of a 
pungent quality. Opposite Gabriel, at another table, 
sat a drunken man in sailor’s costume, with a red 
beard, all covered with coal dust and tar. He was 
growling, in the midst of momentary hiccoughs, a 
song, or rather the fragmentary and inconsecutive 
words of a song, his voice now rising to a frightful 
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l^^pw, now sinking to a throaty gurgle. He waa- 
obviously not a Bussian. 

Behind him sat two young Moldavian girls, 
ragged, dark-haired, sun-burnt, also screeching some 
sort of a song with tipsy voices. 

Further back other figures projected from the 
surrounding gloom, all of them strangely unkempt, 
half-drunk, noisy, and restless... 

Gabriel felt uncomfortable sitting there all alone. 
He wished his master would return sooner. The din 
of the eating-house blended into a single note, and it 
seemed to him like the roar of some huge animal. It 
possessed a hundred different sorts of voices, and was 
blindly, irritably, soaring away out of this stony 
prison, as if it wanted to find an outlet for its will 
and could not... Gabriel felt as if something bemused 
and oppressive was sucking away in his body, 
something which made his head swim, and made his 
eyes grow dim as they wandered, curious and terrified, 
about the eating-house. 

Chelkash now arrived, and they began to eat and 
drink and converse at the same time. At the third 
rummer Gabriel got drunk. He felt merry, and 
w’anted to say something pleasant to his host who — 
glorious youth ! — though nothing to look at, was so 
tastefully entertaining him. But the words, whole 
vaves of them, pouring into his very throat, for 
some reason or other wouldn’t leave his tongue, 
which had suddenly grown quite cumbersome. 

Chelkash looked at him, and said with a derisive 
smile : Why, you’re drunk already ! What a 

milksop I And only the fifth glass too ! How will 
you manage to work?” 

“My friend,” lisped Gabriel, never fear. I 



OOEKY 


289 


respect you — there you are. Jjet me kiss yoy. 
Ah!^' 

“ Well, well — come, chink glasses once more.” 

Gabriel went on drinking, and arrived at last at 
that stage When to his eyes everything began to 
vibrate with a regular spontaneous motion of its own. 
This was very disagreeable, and made him feel un- 
well. His face assumed a foolishly-ecstatic expres- 
sion. He tried to say something, but only made a 
ridiculous noise with his lips and bellowed. Chelkasb 
continued to gaze fixedly at him as if he was trying to 
recollect something, and twirled his moustaches, 
smiling all the time, but now his smile was grim and 
evil. 

The eating-house was a babel of drunken voices. 
The red-haired sailor had gone to sleep with his elbows 
resting on the table. 

” Come now, let us go,'* said Chelkash, standing 
up. 

Gabriel tried to rise, but could not, and cursing 
loudly, began to laugh the senseless laugh of the 
'drunkard. 

‘‘ He*ll have to be carried,” said Chelkash, sitting 
down again on the chair opposite his comrade. 

Gabriel kept on laughing, and looked at his host 
with lack-lustre eyes. And the latter regarded him 
fixedly, keenly, and meditatively. He saw before 
him a man whose life had fallen into his vulpine paws. 
Chelkash felt that he could twist him round his 
little finger. He could break him in pieces like a 
bit of cardboard, or he could make a substantial 
peasant of hinr. as solid as a picture in its frame. 
Feeling himself the other man's master, he hugged 
himself with delight, and reflected that this 
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had never emptied so many glasses as Edte had 
permitted him, Chelkash, to do. And he has a sort 
of indignant pity for this young life; he despised 
and even felt anxious about it, lest it should fall at 
some other time into such hands as his. And finally, 
all Chelkash ’s feelings blended together into one 
i^ingle sentiment — into something paternal and hos- 
pitable. He was sorry for the youth, and the youth 
was necessary to him. Then Chelkash took Gabriel 
under the armpits, and urging him lightly forward 
from behind with his knee, led him out of the door of 
the tavern, where he placed him on the ground in the 
shadow of .a pile of wood, and himself sat down beside 
him and smoked his pipe. Gabriel rolled about for a 
bit, bellowed drunkenly, and dozed off. 

II 

Well now, are you ready?"' inquired Chelkash 
in a low voice of Gabriel, who was fumbling aboxit 
with the oars. 

Wait a moment. The row-locks are all waggly. 
Can I ship oars for a bit?” 

“ No, no! Don't make noise! Press down more 
firmly with your hands, and they’ll fall into place of 
their own accord.” 

The pair of them were quietly making off with 
the skiff attached to the stern of one of a whole 
fiotilla of sailing barques laden with batten rivets 
and large Turkish feluccas half unloaded and still 
half -filled with palm, sandal, and thick cypress- wood 
logs. 

The night was dark, across the sky dense layers 
of ragged cloud were flitting, and the water was still, 
dark, and as thick as oil. It exhaled a moist, saline 
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aroma, and murmured caressingly as it splasbed 
against the sides of the shipp and against the 'shore, 
and rocked the skiff of Chelkash to and' fro. 
Stretching a long distance seawards from the shore, 
rose the dark hulls of many vessels, piercing the sky 
with their sharp masts which had variegated lanterns 
in their tops. The sea reflected the lights of these 
lanterns, and ^'’^as covered with a mass of yellow 
patches. They twinkled prettily on its soft, faint- 
black, velvet bosom, heaving so calmly, so powerfully. 
The sea was sleeping the sleep of a strong and 
healthy labourer wearied to death by the day's work. 

Let’s be off,” said Gabriel, thrusting the oar 
into the water. 

” Go!” Chelkash, with a powerful thrust of his 
hand, thrust the skiff right into the strip of water 
behind the barques. The skiff flew swiftly through 
the smooth water, and the water, beneath the stroke 
of the oars, burned with a bluish, phosphorescent 
radiance. A long ribbon of this radiance, faintly 
gleaming, tapered away from the keel of the skiff. 

” Well, how’s the head? Aching, eh?” inquired 
.Chelkash jocosely. 

” Frightfully. It hums like molten iron. I’ll 
wash it with water presently.” 

” Why? What you want is something to go 
inside. Take a pull at that — that will soon put you 
all right,” and he handed Gabriel a flask. 

' ‘ Oh- ho ! Lord bless you ! ’ ’ 

A gentle gurgle was audible. 

” How now? Feel glad, eh? Stop, that’ll do I” 

The skiff sped on again, lightly and noiselessly, 
turning and winding among the vessels. Suddenly 
it wrenched itself free from them, and the sea — ^the 
16 
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endless, mighty, glistening sea — ^lay extended before 
them, receding into the blue distance, whence there 
arose out of its waters moimtains of cloud of a dark 
lilac-blue, with yellowish downy fringes at the corners, 
and greenish clouds the colour of sea water, and those 
melancholy leaden clouds which cast abroad such 
heavy, oppressive shadows, crushing down mind and 
spirit. They crept so slowly away from one another, 
and now blending with, now pursuing one another, 
intermingled their shapes and colours, swallowing 
each other up and re-emerging in fresh shapes, 
magnificent and menacing... And there was some- 
thing mysterious in the gradual motion of these 
lifeless masses. There seemed to be an infinite host 
of them at the verge of the sea-shore, and it seemed 
as if they must always creep indifferently over the 
face of Heaven, with the sullen evil aim of oblitera- 
ting it, and never allowing it to shine down again 
upon the sleeping sea with its millions of golden eyes, 
the many-coloured living stars that sparkle so 
dreamily, awakening lofty desires in those to whom 
their pure and holy radiance is so precious. 

“ The sea’s good ain’t it?” inquired Chelkash. . 

” EubbishI it’s horrible to me,” replied Gabriel, 
as his oars struck the water vigorously and symmetri- 
cally. The water splashed and gurgled with a 
scarcely audible sound beneath the strokes of the 
long oars — splashing and splashing, and sparkling 
with its warm blue phosphorescent light. 

“Horrible! do you say? Ugh, you fool!” 
exclaimed Chelkash contemptuously. 

He, thief and cynic, loved the sea. His excitable, 
nervous nature, greedy of new impressions, was never 
tired of contemplating that dark expanse, limitless, 



248 


GOEKY 

free, and mighty. And it offended him to receive 
such an answer to his question as to the loveliness of 
the thing he loved. Sitting in the stern, he cut the 
water with his oar, and looked calmly in front of 
him, full of the desire to go long and far in that 
velvety smoothness. 

On the sea there always arose within him a broad, 
warm feeling embracing his whole soul, and, for a 
time, purifying him from the filth of earthly life. 
This feeling he prized, and he loved to see himself 
better there, in the midst of the water and the air, 
where thoughts of life and life itself always lost first 
their keenness and then their value. At night on 
the sea can be heard the soft murmur of the sea's 
slumberous breathing, that incomprehensible sound 
which pours peace into the soul of man, and caress- 
ingly taming his evil impulses, awakes within him 
mighty musings 

But where's the tackle, eh?" inquired Gabriel 
suddenly, looking uneasily about the boat. 

Chelkash started violently. 

The tackle? — it is with me in the stern of the 

boat." 

What sort of tackle is that?" Gabriel 
again inquired, this time with suspicion in his 
voice. 

" What tackle? Why, ground tackle ancl — " 

But Chelkash felt ashamed to lie to this youngster 
while concealing his real project, and he regretted the 
thoughts and feelings which the question of this 
rustic had suddenly annihilated. He grew angry. A 
familiar, sharp, burning sensation in his breast and 
throat convulsed him, and he said to Gabriel with 
suppressed fury : 
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“ Mind your own business, and don’t thrust your 
nose into other folk's affairs. You are hired to row — 
so row. If your tongue wags again it will be the 
worse for you. Do you understand?" For a moment 
the skiff rocked to and fro, and stood still. The oars 
remained in the water feathering it, and Gabriel moved 
uneasily on his bench. 

" Bow!" 

Violent abuse shook the air. Gabriel grasped the 
oars. The skiff, as if terrified, fared along with quick, 
nervous jolts, noisily cutting through the water. 

" Steadier!" 

Chelkash rose a little from his seat in the stern, 
without letting go his oar, and fixed his cold eyes on 
the pale face and trembling lips of Gabriel. Bending 
forward with arched back he resembled a cat about to 
spring. Perfectly audible was the savage grinding of 
his teeth, and also a timorous clattering as if of bones. 

" Who calls?" resounded a surly shout from 
the sea. 

"Devil take it! — row, can't you? Quiet with 
the oars! I’ll kill you, you hound! Bow, I say! 
One, two! You dare to whisper, that's all!" whis- 
pered Chelkash. 

‘ ‘ Mother of God ! Holy Virgin ! ' ’ whispered 
Gabriel, trembling and helpless with terror and over- 
exertion.* 

The skiff turned and went lightly back towards 
the haven, where the lights of the lanterns were jog- 
ging together in a particoloured group, and the shafts 
of the masts were visible. 

"Hie! who was making that row?" the voice 
sounded again. This time it was further off than 
before. Chelkash felt easier. 
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You’re making all the row yourself, my 
friend I” he cried in the direction of the voice, and 
then he turned again to Gabriel, who was still mutter- 
ing a f>rayer: ‘‘ Well, my friend, you’re in luck! If 
those devils had come after us there would have been 
an end of you! Do you hear? I’d have thrown you 
to the fishes in a twinkling ! ’ ’ 

Now when Chelkash spoke calmly, and even good- 
naturedly, Gabriel trembled still more with terror and 
fell to beseeching. 

Listen! Let me go! For Christ’s sake let me 
go! Land me somewhere — oh, oh, oh! I’m ruined 
altogether. Now, in the name of God, let me go ! 
What am I to you? I’m not up to it. I’m not used 
to such things. It’s the very first time. Oh, Lord! 
It’s all up with me ! How could you so deceive me, 
my friend? It is wilful of you. You have lost your 
soul. A pretty business.” 

” What business do you mean?” asked Chelkash 
surlily. ” Ha! What business, eh?” 

He was amused at the terror of the rustic, and he 
took a delight in Gabriel’s terror, because it showed 
what a terrible fellow he, Chelkash, was. 

” A dark business, my friend! Let me go, for 

God’s sake. What harm have I done you? 

Mercy... I” 

‘ ‘ Silence ! If you were of no use to me I would 
not have taken you. Do you understand? — And now 
be quiet ! ’ ’ 

” Oh, Lord!” sighed the sobbing Gabriel. 

” Come, come! Don’t blubber!” Chelkash 
rounded on him sternly. 

But Gabriel could no longer restrain himself, and 
sobbing softly, wept and snivelled and fidgeted on his 
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seat, but rowed vigorously, desperately. The skiff 
sped along like a dart. Again the dark hulls of big 
vessels stood in their way, and the skiff lost itself 
among them, turning like a top in the narrow streaks 
of water between the vessels. 

‘‘Hie youl Listen 1 If anyone asks you any- 
thing, hold your tongue, if you want to remain alive I 
Do you understand?*’ 

“ Woe is me!” sighed Gabriel hopelessly in reply 
to the stem command, adding bitterly : “ My accursed 
luck!” 

“ Now row I” said Chelkash in an intense curdling 
whisper. 

At this whisper Gabriel lost all capacity for form- 
ing any ideas whatsoever, and became more dead than 
alive, benumbed by a cold presentiment of coming 
evil. He mechanically lowered his oars into the 
water, leaned back his uttermost, took a long pull, 
and set steadily to work again, gazing stolidly all the 
time at his bast shoes. 

The sleepy murmur of the waves had now a sullen 
sound and became terrible. They were in the haven... 
Behind its granite wall could be heard people’s 
voices, the splashing of water, singing, and high- 
pitched whistling. 

“ Stop!” whispered Chelkash. “ Ship oars I 
cling close to the wall I Hush, you devil ! ” 

Gabriel, grasping the slippery stones with his 
hands, drew the skiff up alongside the wall. The skiff 
moved without any grating, its keel gliding 
noiselessly over the slimy seaweed growing on the 
stones. 

“ Stop I Give me the oars! Give them here I 
Where’s your passport? In your knapsack? Hand 
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over the knapsack I Come, look sharp! It will be a 
good hostage for your not bolting! You'll not bolt 
now, I know ! Without the oars you might bolt some- 
where, but without the passport you'd be afraid to. 
Wait, and look here, if you whine — to the bottom of 
the sea you go!" 

And suddenly clinging to something with his 
hands, Chelkash rose in the air and disappeared over 
the wall. 

Gabriel trembled... It was done so smartly. He 
began to feel the cursed oppression and terror which 
he felt in the presence of that evil moustached thief, 
rolling, creeping off him. Now was the time to 
run!... With a sigh of relief he looked about him. 
To the left of him rose a black mastless hull, a sort 
of immense tomb, unpeopled and desolate. Every 
stroke of the billows against its side awoke within it 
a hollow, hollow echo, like a heavy sigh. To the 
right of him on the water, stretching right away, 
was the grey stony wall of the mole, like a cold and 
massive serpent. Behind, some black bodies were 
.also visible, and in front, in the opening between the 
wall and the hull of the floating tomb, the sea was 
visible, dumb and dreary with black clouds all over 
it. Huge and heavy, they were moving slowly along, 
drawing their horror from the gloom and ready to 
stifle man beneath their heaviness. Everything was 
cold, black, and of evil omen. Gabriel felt terrified. 
This terror was worse than the terror inspired by 
Chelkash, it grasped the bosom of Gabriel in a strong 
embrace, made him collapse into a timid lump, and 
nailed him to the bench of the skiff. 

And around him all was silent, not a sound save 
the sighing of the sea, and it seemed as if this silence 
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were broken upon by something terrible, something 
insanely loud, by something which shook the sea to 
its very foundation, tore asunder the heavy flocks of 
clouds in the sky, and scattered over the wilderness 
of the sea all those heavy vessels. The clouds crept 
along the sky just as gradually and wearyingly as 
before; but more and more of them kept rising from 
the sea, and, looking at the sky, one might fancy 
that it also was a sea, but a sea in insurrection 
against and falling upon the other so slumberous, 
peaceful, and smooth. The clouds resembled billows 
pouring upon the earth with grey inwardly-curling 
crests ; they resembled an abyss, from which these 
billows were tom forth by the wind; they resembled 
new-bom breakers still covered with greenish foam of 
rage and frenzy. 

Gabriel felt himself overwhelmed by this murky 
silence and beauty ; he felt that he would like to see 
his master again soon. Why was he staying away 
there? The time passed slowly, more slowly even 
than the clouds crawling across the sky ... And the 
silence as time went on became more and more 
ominous. But now from behind the wall of the mole 
a splashing, a rustling, and something like a whisper- 
ing became audible. It seemed to Gabriel as if he 
must die on the spot. 

“Hie! Are you asleep? Catch hold!" 
sounded the hollow voice of Chelkash cau- 
tiously. 

Something round and heavy was let down from 
the wall, Gabriel hauled it into the boat. Another 
similar thing was let down. Then across the wall 
stretched the long lean figure of Chelkash, then 
from somewhither appeared the oars, Gabriers 
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knapsack plumped down at his feet, aJid heavily 
breathing Cbelkash was sitting in the stem. 

Gabriel looked at him and smiled joyfully and 
timidly. 

“ Tired?*' he asked. 

“ A bit, you calf! Come, take the oars and put 
your whole heart into it. A bit of work will do you 
no harm, my friend. The work’s half done, now 
we’ve only got to swim a bit under their very noses, 
and then you shall have your money and go to your 
Polly. You have a Polly, haven’t you? Eh, 
baby?” 

Gabriel did his very utmost, working with a 
breast like shaggy fur and with arms like steel 
springs. The water foamed beneath the skijff, and 
the blue strip behind the stern now became broader. 
Gabriel w^as presently covered with sweat, but kept 
on rowdng with all his might. Experiencing such 
terror twice in one night, he feared to experience it 
a third time, and only wished for one thing : to be 
quite out of his cursed work, land on terra firman 
and run away from this man before he killed him 
downright, or got him locked up in jail. He 
resolved to hold no conversation with him, to con- 
tradict him in nothing, to do all he commanded, and 
if he were fortunate enough to break away from him, 
he vowed to offer up a prayer to St. Nicholas, the 
Wonder Worker, on the morrow. A passionate 

prayer was ready to pour from his breast But he 

controlled himself, panted like a steam-engine, and 
was silent, casting sidelong glances at Chelkash from 
time to time. 

And Chelkash, long, lean, leaning forward and 
resembling a bird ready to take to flight, glared 
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into the gloom in front of the boat with his vulture 
eyes, and moving his hooked beak from side to side, 
with one hand held the tiller firmly, while with the 
other he stroked his moustache, his features con- 
vulsed occasionally by the smiles that curled his thin 
lips. Chelkash was satisfied with his success, with 
himself, and with this rustic so terribly frightened 
by him, and now converted into his slave. He was 
enjoying in anticipation the spacious debauch of to- 
morrow, and now delighted in his power over this 
fresh young rustic impounded into his service. He 
saw how he was exerting himself, and he felt sorry 
for him, and wished to encourage him. 

“ HieT’ said he softly, with a smile, “ got over 
your funk, eh?*' 

** It was nothing!" sighed Gabriel, squirming 
before him. 

" You needn't lean so heavily on your oars now. 
Take it easy a bit. We've only got one more place 
to pass. Best a bit." 

Gabriel stopped short obediently, wiped the 
sweat off his face with his shirt-sleeve, and again thrust 
the oars into the water. 

" Bow more gently. Don't let the water blab 
about you! We have only the gate to pass. Softly, 
softly ! We’ve serious people to deal with here, my 
friend. They may take it into their heads to joke a 
bit with their rifles. They might saddle you with 
such a swelling on your forehead that you wouldn't 
even be able to sing out : oh!" 

The skiff now crept along upon the water almost 
noiselessly. Only from the oars dripped blue drops, 
and when they fell into the sea, tiny blue spots 
lingered for an instant on the place where they fell. 
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The night grew even darker and stiller. The sky 
no longer resembled a sea in insurrection — the clouds 
had spread ail over it and covered it with an even, 
heavy baldachin, drooping low and motionless over 
the sea. The sea grew still quieter, blacker, and 
exhaled a still stronger saline odour, nor did it seem 
so vast as heretofore. 

“ Ah I if only the rain would come!*’ whispered 
Chelkash, “ it would be as good as a curtain for us.” 

Bight and left of them some sort of edifice now 
rose out of the black water — ^barges, immovable, 
sinister, and as black as the water itself. On one of 
them a fire was twinkling, and someone was going 
about with a lantern. The sea, washing their sides, 
sounded supplicatory and muffled, and they responded 
in a shrill and cold echo, as if quarrelsome and 
refusing to concede anything to it. 

” The cordons I” whispered Chelkash in a scarcely 
audible voice. 

From the moment when he commanded Gabriel 
to row more gently, Gabriel was again dominated by 
a keen expectant tension. Onwards he kept, going 
through the gloom, and it seemed to him that he 
was growing — his bones and sinews were extending 
within him with a dull pain, his head, filled with a 
single thought, ached abominably, the skin on his 
back throbbed, and his feet were full of tiny, sharp, 
cold needles. His eyes were exhausted by gazing 
intently into the gloom, from which he expected to 
emerge every instant something which would cry to 
them with a hoarse voice: Stop, thieves!” 

Now, when Chelkash whispered, ” The cordons!” 
Gabriel trembled, a keen burning thought ran 
through him, and settled upon his over-strained 
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nerves — ^he wanted to shout and call to people to 
help him. He had already opened his mouth, and, 
rising a little in the skiff, stuck out his breast, drew 

in a large volume of air, and opened his mouth 

but suddenly, overcome by a feeling of terror which 
struck him like the lash of whip, he closed his eyes 
and rolled off his bench. 

In front of the skiff, far away on the horizon cut 
of the black water, arose an enormous fiery-blue 
sword cutting athwart the night, gliding edgewise 
over the clouds on the sky, and lying on the bosom 
of the sea in a broad blue strip. There it lay, and 
into the zone of its radiance there floated out of the 
dark the hitherto invisible black vessels, all silent 
and enshrouded in the thick night mists. It seemed 
as if they had lain for long at the bottom of the sea, 
drawn down thither by the mighty power of the 
tempest, and now behold I they had risen from 
thence at the command of the fiery sea-born sword, 
risen to look at the sky and at all above the water. 
Their tackle hugged the masts, and seemed to be 
ends of seaweed risen from the depths together with 
these black giants immeshed within them. And 
again this strange gleaming blue sword arose from 
the surface of the sea, again it cut the night in 
twain, and flung itself in another direction. And 
again where it lay the dark hulls of vessels, invisible 
before its manifestation, floated out of the 
darkness. 

The skiff of Chelkash stood still and rocked to 
and fro on the water as if irresolute. Gabriel lay at 
the bottom of it, covering his face with his hands, 
and Chelkash poked him with the oars and whispered 
furiously, but quietly : 
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“ Fool I that’s the custom-house cruiser. That 
is the electric lantern. Gee up, you blockhead. The 
light will be thrown upon us in a moment. What 
the devil! you 11 ruin me as well as yourself if you 
don’t look out. Come 1” 

And at last when one of the blows with the sharp 
end of the oar caught Gabriel more violently than 
the others on the spine, he leaped up, still fearing to 
open his eyes, sat on the bench, blindly grasped the 
oars, and again set the boat in motion. 

Not so much noise! Ill kill you, I will! Not 
so much noise, I say. What a fool you are! Devil 

take you Whet are you afraid of? Now then, 

ugly! The lantern is a mirror — that’s all! Softly 
with the oars, silly devil ! They incline the mirror 
this way and that, and so light up the sea, in order 
that they may see whether folks like you and me, for 
instance, are sailing about anywhere. They do it 
to catch smugglers. They won’t tackle us — they’ll 
sail far away. Don’t be afraid clodhopper, they 

won’t tackle us. Now we’re clear ” Chelkash 

looked round triumphantly “ At last we’ve sailed 

out of it! Phew! well you’re lucky, blockhead!” 

Gabriel kept silence, rowed and breathed heavily, 
still gazing furtively in the direction where that 
fiery sword kept on rising and falling. He could by 
no means believe Chelkash that it was only a lamp 
with a reflector. The cold blue gleam, cutting the 
darkness asunder and making the sea shine with a 
silvery radiance, had something incomprehensible in 
it, and Gabriel again fell into the hypnefeis of anxious 
terror. And again a foreboding weighed heavily on 
his breast. He rowed like a machine, all huddled up, 
as if he expected a blow to come from above him; and 
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not a desire, not a single feeling remained in him — he 
was empty and spiritless. The agitation of this 
night had at last gnawed out of him everything 
human. 

But Chelkash triumphed once more, the whole 
thing was a complete success. His nerves, accustom- 
ed to excitement, were already placid again. His 
moustaches quivered with rapture, and a hungry 
little flame was burning in his eyes. He felt mag- 
nificent, whistled between his teeth, drew a deep in- 
spiration of the moist air of the sea, glanced around, 
and smiled good-naturedly when his eyes rested on 
Gabriel. 

A breeze arose and awoke the sea, which suddenly 
began heaving sportively. The clouds seemed to 
make themselves thinner and more transparent, but 
the whole sky was obscured by them. Despite the 
fact that the wind, though but a light breeze, played 
over the sea, the clouds remained motionless, as if 
lost in some grey, grizzling meditation. 

“ Come, friend, wake up ! It's high time. Why, 
you looked as if your soul had evaporated through 
your skin, and only a bag of bones remained. Dear 
friend, I say I We're pretty well at the end of this 
job, eh?" 

It was pleasant to Gabriel, at any rate, to hear a 
human voice, even if the speaker were Chelkash. 

" I hear," he said softly. 

" Very well, thick-head. Come now, take the 
rudder, and I'll have a go at the oars. You seem 
tired. Come f" 

Gabriel mechanically changed places. When 
Chelkash, in changing places with him, looked him in 
the face and observed that his tottering legs trembled 
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benealli him, he was still sorrier for the lad. He 
patted him on the shoulder. 

“ Well, well, don't be frightened. You have 
worked right well. I'll richly reward you, my friend. 
What say you to a hver^ eh?" 

" I want nothing. Put me ashore, that’s all." 

Chelkash waved his hand, spat a bit, and began 
rowing, hinging the oars far back with his long 
arms. 

The sea was waking. It was playing with tiny 
billows, producing them, adorning them with a fringe 
of foam, bumping them together;, and beating them 
into fine dust. The foam, in dissolving, hissed and 
spluttered — and everything around was full of a musi- 
cal hubbub and splashing. The gloom seemed to have 
more life in it. 

" Now, tell me," said Chelkash, " I suppose 
you’ll be ofi to your village, marry, plough up the soil, 
and sow com, your wife will bear you children, and 
there won’t be food enough. Now, tell me, do you 
mean to go on working your heart out all your life 
long? Say I There’s not very much fun in that now, 
is there?" 

" Fun indeed!" said Gabriel timidly and tremu- 
lously. 

Here and there the wind had penetrated the 
clouds, and between the gaps peeped forth httle 
patches of blue sky, with one or two little stars in 
them. Eeflected by the sportive sea, these little stars 
leaped up and down on the waters, now vanishing and 
now shining forth again. 

" Move to the right," said Chelkash; " we shall 
soon be there now, I hope. It’s over- now. 
An important little job, too. Look now — ^it’s 
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like this, d’ye hear? In one single night I ’vet 
grabbed half a thousand. What do you think of 
that, eh?” 

” Half a thousand!” grasped Grabriel incredulous- 
ly, but then terror again seized him, and kicking the 
bundle in the skiff, he asked quickly, ” What sort of 
goods is this?” 

” It’s silk. Precious wares. If you sold all that 
at a fair price you would get a full thousand. But 
I’m not a shark! Smart, eh?” 

” Ye-es!” gasped G-abriel. ” If only it had been 
me,” he sighed, all at once thinking of his village, 
and his poor household, his necessities, his mother, 
and everything belonging to his home so far away, 
for the sake of which he had gone to seek work — for 
the sake of which he had endured such torments this 
very night. A wave of reminiscence overwhelmed 
him, and he bethought him of his little village run- 
ning down the steep slope of the hill, down to the 
stream hidden among the birches, silver willows, 
mountain-ashes, and wild cherry-trees. These remi- 
niscences suffused him with a warm sort of feeling, 
and put some heart into him. ” Ah! it’s valuable, 
no doubt,” h^ sighed. 

” Well, it seems to me you’ll very soon be by 
your iron pot at home. How the girls at home will 
cotton to you ! You may pick and choose. No doubt 

your house is crazy enough just now well, I 

suppose we want a little money to build it up again, 
just a little, eh... ?” 

” That’s true enough the house is in sore 

need — ^wood is so dear with us.” 

” Come now, how much? Old shanty wants 
repairing, eh? How about a horse? Got one?” 
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“ A horse? Oh, yes, there is one but damned 

old.’^ ^ 

“ Well, you must have a horse, of course A 

jolly good'un And a cow, I suppose some 

sheep fowls of different sorts, eh?’’ 

Don’t speak of it f Ah 1 if it could be so I Ah I 
Jjord ! Lord I then life would be something like.” 

” Well, friend, life’s a poor thing in itself I 

know something about it myself. I have my own little 
nest somewhere or other. My father was one of the 

richest in the village ” 

Chelkash rowed slowly. The skiff rocked upon 
the waves saucily splashing against her sides, scarcely 
moving upon the dark sea, and the sea sported ever 
more and more saucily. Two people were dreaming 
as they rocked upon the water, glancing pensively 
around them, Chelkash guided Gabriel’s thoughts 
to his village, wishing to encourage him a little and 
soothe him. At first he spoke, smiling sceptically 
to himself all the time; but, presently, suggesting 
replies to his neighbour, and reminding him of^ the 
joys of a rustic life, as to which he himself had long 
been disillusioned, he forgot all about them, and 
remembered only the actual present, and wandered 
far away from his intention, so that instead of ques- 
tioning the rustic about his village and its affairs, he 
insensibly fell to laying down the law to him on the 
subject. 

” The chief thing in the life of the peasant, my 
friend, is liberty. You are your own master. You 
have your house — ^not worth a fajrthing, perhaps — 
but still it is your own. You have your land — a 
mere handful, no doubt — still it is yours. You have 
your own hives, your own eggs, your own apples. 

17 
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You are king on your own land I And then the 
regularity of it. Work calls you up in the morning — 
in spring one sort of work, in summer another sort of 
work, in autumn and in winter work again, but again 
of a different sort. Wherever you go, it is to your 
house that you always return — ^to warmth and quiet. 
You’re a king, you see. Ain’t it so?” concluded 
Chelkash enthusiastically, thus totting up the long 
category of rustic rights and privileges with the 
accompanying suggestion of corresponding obligations. 

Gabriel looked at him curiously, and also felt 
enthusiastic. During this conversation he had man- 
aged to forget whom he was having dealings with, 
and saw before him just such a peasant-farmer as 
himself, chained for ages to the soil through many 
generations, bound to it by the recollections of child- 
hood, voluntarily separated from it and from its cares, 
and bearing the just punishment of this separation. 

‘ ‘ Ah, brother I true I Ah, how true ! Look at 
^yourself now. What are you now without the land? 
Ah! the land, my friend, is like a mother; not for 
long do you forget her.” 

Chelkash fell a-musing. He began to feel once 
more that irritating, burning sensation in his breast, 
that sensation which arose whenever his pride — the 
pride of the tireless adventurer — was wounded by 
something, especially by something which had no 
value in his eyes. 

Silence!” he cried savagely, ” no doubt you 
thought I meant all that seriously. Open your pouch 
a little wider.” 

” You’re a funny sort of man,” said Gabriel, sud- 
denly grown timid again, - as if, I were speaking of 
you. I suppose there are lots like you, Alas! what 
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a lot of unhappy people there are in the world ! 

vagabonds who . . / ' 

Sit down, blockhead, and row,” commanded 
Ghelkash curtly, bottling up within him, somehow or 
other, whole stream of burning abuse gushing into 
his throat. 

Again they changed places, and as they did so, 
€helkash, as he crawled into the stern across the 
packages, felt a burning desire to give Gabriel a kick 
that vrould send him flying into the water, and at 
the same time could not muster up sufficient strength 
to look him in the face. 

The short dialogue broke off; but now a breath of 
orusticity was wafted to Chelkash from the very silence 
of Gabriel. Ho began to think of the past, forgot to 
steer the boat, which was turned to and fro by the 
surge, and drifted seawards. The waves seemed to 
understand that this skiff had lost its purpose, and 
pitching her higher and higher, began lightly playing 
with her, flashing their friendly blue fire beneath her 
oars. And visions of the past rose quickly before 
Chelkash — visions of the long distant past, separated 
^rom his present purpose by a whole barrier of eleven 
years of a vagabond life. He succeeded in recalling 
himself as a child; he saw before hiin his village, 
his mother, a red-cheeked, plump woman, with good 
grey eyes, his father, a red-bearded giant with a stem 
face. He saw himself a husband, he saw his wife, 
black-haired Anfisa, with a long pig-tail, full-bodied, 

gentle, merry again he beheld himself, a 

handsome beau, a soldier in the Guards; again he 
saw his father, * grey-headed and crooked by labour, 
and his mother all wrinkled and inclining earthwards; 
he conjured up, too, a picture of the meeting in the 



PBOSE SELECTIONS 


village when he returned fi'om service; he saw hew 
proud of his Gregory his father was before the whole 
village his broad-shouldered, vigorous, handsome 

Boldier-son Memory, that scourge of the unlucky, 

revived the very stories of the past, and even; 
distilled a few drops of honey in the proffered draught 
of venom — and all this, too, simply to crush a man 
with the consciousness of his mistakes, and make him 
love this past and deprive him of hope in the future. 

Chelkash felt himself fanned by the peaceful 
friendly breezes of his native air, conveying with 
them to his ear the friendly words of his mother and 
the solid speeches of his sturdy peasant-father, and 
many forgotten sounds, and the sappy smell of his 
mother- earth, now just thawed, now just ploughed up, 
and now covered by the emerald- green silk of the 
winter crops. And he felt himself cast aside, rejected, 
wretched, and lonely, plucked forth from and flung for 
ever away from that order of life in which the blood 
that flowed in his veins had worked its way upwards. 

“ Hie! whither are we going?*' asked Gabriel 
suddenly. 

Chelkash started, and looked around with the 
uneasy glance of a bird of prey. 

“ UghI The devil only knows I It doesn't matter 

come, a steadier stroke! IWe shall be ashore 

immediately.” 

” Meditating, eh?" inquired Gabriel with a smile. 

Chelkash looked at him angrily. The youth had 
quite recovered himself; he was calm, merry, and in 
a way, even triumphant. He was very young, he had 
the whole of life still before him. And he knew 
nothing. That was stupid. Perhaps it was the land 
that kept him back. When such thoughts flashed 
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through the head of Chelkash, he became still surlier, 
and in reply to GabrieJ's question he growled : 

“ I was tired and there was the rocking 

of the sea.’* 

Yes, it does rock But now, suppose we 

are nabbed with that?’' he asked, and he touched 
the parcels with his foot. 

** No fear be easy ! I’m going to hand them 

over immediately and get the money. Come I 

Five hundfed, eh?” 

” Not much less, I should think.” 

” What a lot of money 1 If only it had come to a 
poor wretch like me I I’d have sung a pretty song 
with it.” 

" In clodhopper fashion, eh?” 

Nothing less. Why, I would straight off ” 

And Gabriel was carried away on the wings of his 
imagination. Chelkash seemed depressed. His mous- 
taches hung down, his right side, sprinkled by the 
waves, was wet, his eyes were sunken, and had lest 
their brilliance. He was very miserable and depressed. 

. All that was predatory in his appearance seemed to 
have been steeped in a lowering melancholy, whicH 
even came to light in the folds of his dirty shirt. 

” Tired, eh? and I’m so well... You’ve overdone 
it...” 

“ We shall be there in a moment... Look 1... 
yonder I” 

Chelkash turned the boat sharply round, and 
steered it in the direction of a black something 
emerging from the water. 

The sky was once more aU covered with clouds, 
and rain had begun to descend — a fine, warm rain 
pattering merrily down on the crests of the waves. 
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“ Stop! slower!** commanded Chelkash. 

The nose of the skiff bumpejJ against the hull of 
a barque. 

Are the devils asleep,'* growled Chelkash, grasp- 
ing with his boiBit-hook a rope dangling down the side 
of the ship... “ Why, the ladder's not let down! 
And it*s^ raining, too ! Why don't they look sharp ! 
Hie! sluggards! hie!" 

Is that Chelkash?** murmured a friendly voice 
above them. 

Yes, let down the ladder.*' 

“ How goes it, Chelkash?" 

" Let down the ladder, you devil!" roared 
Chelkash. 

" Oh, he’s waxy to-day, eh? There you are„ 
then." 

“ Up you go, Gabriel," said Chelkash, turning to 
his companion. 

In a moment they were on the deck, where three 
dark-headed figures, jabbering vigorously together in 
a strange pricky sort of tongue, were looking over- 
board into Chelkash's skiff. The fourth, wrapped 
round in a long cloak, came to him and pressed hia 
hand in silence, and then glanced suspiciously at 
Gabriel. 

" Have the money ready by morning," said 
Chelkash curtly. " And now I'll have a little sleep. 
Come, Gabriel. Do you want anything to eat?" 

" I should like to sleep," replied Gabriel, and in a 
few moments he was snoring in the dirty hold of the 
ship ; but Chelkash, seated by his side, was fitting on 
some sort of boot to his foot, and meditatively spit- 
ting about him, fell to whistling angrily and moodily 
through his teeth. Then he stretched himself 
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alongside Gabriel, and without taking off Ms Ib^ots, 
his arms beneath his head, and began ebncentrating 
his attention on the deck, twisting his moustaches the 
while. 

The barque rocked slowly on the heaving water, 
now and then a plant gave forth a melancholy squeak, 
the rain fell softly on the deck, and the waves washed 
the sides of the vessel. It was all very mournful, 
and sounded like the cradle-song of a mother having 
no hope of the happiness of her soul. 

Chelkash, grinding his teeth, raised his head a 
little, looked around him... and having whispered some- 
thing, lay down again... Stretching his legs wide, he 
resembled a large pair of shears. 

m 

He awoke first, gazed anxiously around, imme- 
diately recovered his self-possession, and looked at 
the still sleeping Gabriel. He was sweetly snoring, 
and was smiling at something in his sleep with his 
childish, wholesome, sun-tanned face. Chelkash 
sighed, and climbed up the narrow rope ladder. 
Through the opening of the hold he caught sight of 
a leaden bit of sky. It was light, but grey and 
drear — autumnal in fact. 

Chelkash returned in about a couple of hours. 
His face was cheerful, his moustaches were twirled 
neatly upwards, a good-natured, merry smile was on 
his lips. He was dressed in long strong boots, a 
short jacket, leather trousers, and walked with a 
jaunty air. His whole costume was the worse for 
wear, but strong, and fitted him well, making his 
figure broader, hiding his boniness, and giving him a 
military air. 
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“ Hie! get up, blockhead I .bumping Gabriel with 

his foot. 

The latter started up, and not recognising liim 
for sleepiness, gazed upon him with dull and terrified 
eyes. Chelkash laughed. 

“ Why, wh6 would have known you?’' said 
Gabriel at last, with a broad grin; “ you have become 
quite a swell.” 

Oh, with us that soon happens. Well, still in 
funk, eh? How many times did you think you 
were going to die last night, eh? Tell me, now\” 

” Nay, but judge fairly. In the first place, what 
sort of a job was I on? Why, I might have riiinod 
my soul for ever 1” 

“ Well, I should like it all over again. What do 
you say?” 

“ Over again? Nay, that’s a little too... how 
shall I put it? Is it worth it? That’s where it is.” 

” What, not for two rainbows?” 

“ Two hundred roubles you mean? Not if I know 
it. Why, I ought...” 

” Stop. How about ruining your soul, eh?” 

” Well, you see, I might... even if you didn’t,” 
smiled Gabriel; ” instead of ruining yourself you’d 
be a made man for life no doubt.” 

Chelkash laughed merrily. 

” All right, we must have our jokes I suppose. 
Let us go ashore. Come, look sharp!” 

” I’m ready.” 

And again they were in the skiff, Chelkash at the 
helm, Gabriel with the oars. Above them the grey 
sky was c(i>rercd by a uniform carpet of clouds, and 
the turbid gre(*n sea sported with their skiff, noisily 
tossing it up and down on the still tiny billow, and 
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sportively casting bright saline jets of water right into 
it. Far away along the prow of the skiff a yellow 
strip of sand;f shore was visible, and far away behind 
the stern stretched the free, sportive sea, all broken 
up by the hurrying heads of waves adorned here and 
there with fringes of white sparkling foana. There, 
too, far away, many vessels were visible, rocking on 
the bosom of the sea; far away to the left was a 
whole forest of masts, and the white masses of the 
houses of the town. From thence a dull murmur 
flitted along the sea, thunderous, and at the same 
time blending with the splashing of the waves 
into a good and sonorous music... And over 
everything was cast a fine web of ashen 
vapour, separating the various objects from each 
other. 

“ Ah, we shall have a nice time of it this even- 
ing,” and Chelkash jerked his head towards the sea. 

A storm, eh?” inquired Gabriel, ploughing hard 
among the waves with his oars. He was already wet 
from head to foot from the scud carried across the sea 
by the wind. 

Ghelkash grunted assent. 

Gabriel looked at him searchingly. 

How much did they give you?” he asked at 
last perceiving that Chelkash was not inclined to 
begin the conversation. 

” Look there,” said Chelkash, extending towards 
Gabriel a small pouch w^hich he had taken from his 
pocket. 

Gabriel saw the rainbow-coloured little bits of 
paper,* and everything he gazed upon assumed a bright 
rainbow tinge. 


Bank-notes. 
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You are a brick 1 And here have I been think- 
ing all the time that you would rob me* How much?"' 

“ Five hundred and forty* Smart, eh?” 

” S-s-smartI” stammered Gabriel, his greedy eyes 
running over the five hundred and forty roubles before 
they disappeared into the pocket again. Oh, my I 
what a lot of money 1” — and he sighed as if a whole 
weight was upon his breast. 

” We *11 have a drink together, clodhopper,'* 
cried Chelkash enthusiastically. ” Ah, we'll have a 
good time. Don't think I want to do you, my 
friend, I'll give you your share. I'U give you forty, 
eh? Is that enough for you? If you like you shall 
have 'em at once. 

” If it's all the same to you — ^no offence — ^I'll have 
'em then.” 

Gabriel was all tremulous with expectation, and 
not only with expectation, but with another acute 
sucking feeling which suddenly arose in his breast. 

” Ha, ha, ha! That's like youl What a 
tight-fisted devil you are! I'll take 'em now! Well, 
take 'em, my friend; take 'em, I implore you. I 
really don't know what I might do with such a lot of 
money. Believe me of it ! Do take it I beg. 

Chelkash handed Gabriel some nice bank-notes. 
The latter seized them with a trembling hand, threw 
down the oars, and began concealing the cash some- 
where in his bosom, greedily screwing up his eyes 
and noisily inhaling the air, as if he were drinking 
something burning hot. Chelkash, with a sarcastic 
smile, observed him, but Gabriel soon took up the oars 
again, and rowed on nervously and hurriedly, as if 
afraid of something, and with his eyes cast down. 
His shoulders and ears were all twitching. 
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'' Ah, you’re greedy ! Isli't that good enough? 
What) more do you want? Just like a rustic I’' said 
Chelkash pensively. 

“ Ah, with money one can do something,” cried 
Gabriel, suddenly exploding with passionate excite- 
ment. And graspingly, hurriedly, as if pursuing his 
own thoughts and catching his words on the wing, he 
talked of life in the country, with money and without 
money, honour, contentment, liberty, and hilarity. 

Chelkash listened to him attentively with a 
serious face, and with eyes puckered with some idea 
or other. At times he smiled a complacent smile. 

” We have arrived!” cried Chelkash, at last 
interrupting the discourse of Gabriel. 

A wave caught the skiff and skilfully planted it on 
the strand. 

” Well, my friend, here’s the end of the job. We 
must drag the boat a little further in shore that it 
may not be washed away. And then you and I will 
say good-bye. It is eight versts from here to the 
town. What are you going to do? — ^back to 
town, eh?” 

A sly, good-natured smile lit up the face of 
Chelkash, and he had all the appearance of a man 
meditating something very pleasant for himself and 
unexpected for Gabriel. Dipping his hand into his 
pocket he crinkled the bank-notes there. 

” No... I — ^I’m not going! I — Gabriel 
breathed heavily, as if struggling with something. 
Within him was raging a whole mob of desires, 
words, and feelings, mutually devouring each other 
and filling him as if with fire. 

Chelkash looked at him doubtfully. 

” Why are you twisting about like that?” 
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“ It's because, because..." But the face of 
Gabriel was burning red at one moment and deadly 
grey at another, and he was glued to the spot, now 
desiring to fall upon Chelkash, and now tom by other 
desires, the fulfilment of which was difficult for him. 

Chelkash did not know what to make of such a 
state of excitement in this rustic. He waited to see 
what would come of it. 

Gabriel began to laugh in an odd sort of way, it 
w^as more of a howl than a laugh. His head was 
lowered, the expression of his face Chelkash did not 
«eo, but the ears of Gabriel, alternately reddish and 
palish, were painfully prominent. 

" Come, what the devil's the matter," said 
Chelkash, waving his hand, " have you fallen in love 
with me all at once? What's up? You change colour 
like a wench. Sorry to part from me, eh? Eh, block- 
head? Say what’s the matter with you, and 111 be 
off." 

" Going, are you?" shrieked Gabriel shrilly. 

The sandy and desolate shore trembled beneath 
his cry, and the yellow billows of sand, washed by 
the billows of the sea, seemed to undulate. Chelkash 
also trembled. Suddenly Gabriel bounded from his 
place, threw himself at the feet of Chelkash, em- 
braced them with his arms, and turned towards him. 
Chelkash staggered, sat down heavily on the sand, 
gnashed his teeth, and cut the air sharply with his 
long arm, clenching his fist at the same time. But 
strike he could not, being stayed by the shamefaced 
supplicating whisper of Gabriel : 

" Dear little pigeon... Give me... that money I Give 
it to me, for Christ’s sake !...What is it to you? Why, 
it was gained in a single night... in a single night!... 
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It would take me years.. .Give it me. ..I’ll pray for 
you if you will! Perpetually... in three churches... 
for the saltation of your soul! Look now, you’d 
scatter it to the... winds... I would put it into land. 
Oh, give it to me! What is it to you?... How can 
you prize it? A single night... and you’re a rich man. 
Do a good act! You’re all but done for... You haven’t 
got your way to make. But I would..* Oh! give them 
to me I” 

Chelkash, alarmed, astonished, and offended, sat 
on the sand, leaning back, supporting himself on his 
arms; he sat there in silence and fixed a terrible gaze 
on the rustic who had buried his head in his knees, 
sobbing as he whispered his petition. He repulsed 
him at last, leaped to his feet and, thrusting his 
hands into his pockets, fiung the rainbow bank-notes 
to Gabriel. 

There, you dog! Devour... !” he cried' trembling 
with excitement, bitter sorrow’ and loathing for this 
greedy slave. And he felt himself a hero for thus 
throwing away the money. Eeckless daring shone 
in his eyes and lit up his whole face. 

I was going to give you more of my own accord. 
I was a bit down in the mouth yesterday, and 
bethought me of my own village. I thought to 
myself : let us give this rustic a helping hand. I was 
waiting to see what you would do. If you asked you 
were to get nothing. And you ! Ugh ! you miser ! 
mean hound ! To think that it is possible so to lower 
oneself for money ! Fool I Greedy devils the lot of 
you! Not to recollect yourself! To sell yourself for 
'a fiver! Ugh!” 

” Dear little pigeon! Christ save you! Now I 
have got something... a thousand! Now X am rich!” 
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€ried Gabriel in his enthusiasm, all tremulous as he 
hid his money away in his bosom. Ah, you 
merciful one I Never will I forget it... Never !... 
And 1*11 make my wife and children pray for you." 
Ohelkash listened to his joyous cries, looked at his 
radiant face deformed by the rapture of greed, and he 
felt that he, thief, vagabond, and outcast though he 
was, never could be so greedy, so mean, so forgetful 
of his own dignity. Never would he be such a one I 
And these thoughts and sensations, filling liim with 
the consciousness of his large -mindedness and non- 
(dialance, held him fast to Gabriel by the sandy sea- 
shore. 

" You have made me happy I** shrieked Gabriel, 
and seizing the hand of Chelkash he pulled it towards 
his face. 

Chelkash was silent, and fleshed his teeth like a 
wolf. Gabriel continued to pour forth his heart to 
him : 

" Do you know what was in my mind?... We came 
here — saw the money... Thinks I... I ’ll fetch him one 
...you I meant... with the oar — c-c-crackl The 
money’s mine and he... that’s you... goes into the sea... 
who would ever light upon him? And if they did 
find him they would never inquire how he was killed 
or who killed him... such a fellow as that! He’s not 
the sort of man people make a fuss about 1... He’s no 
good at all in the world! Who would ever trouble 
about him ? You see how. . . ’ ’ 

" Give up that money !’’ howled Chelkash, seizing 
Gabriel by the throat. 

Gabriel tore himself away — the other hand of 
Chelkash twined round him like a serpent — ^there was 
the grating tear of a rent shirt, and Gabriel lay on 
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the sands with senseless goggling eyes, with sprawling 
feet and the tips. of his outstretched fingers fumbling 
for air. Chelkash stiff, dry, and savage with grinding 
teeth, laughed a bitter spasmodic laugh, and his 
moustaches twitched nervously on his clear-cut angu- 
lar face. Never in his whole life had he felt so angry. 

What, you're lucky, eh?" he inquired of Gabriel 
in the midst of his laughter, and turning his back upon 
him, went right away in the direction of the town. 
But he hadn’t gone a couple of yards when Gabriel, 
with his back arched like a cat, rose on one knee, and 
taking a wide sweep with his arm, threw after him a 
large stpne, crying spitefully: " Crack I" 

Chelkash yelled, put both his hands to the back 
of his head, tottered forward, turned towards Gabriel, 
and fell prone in the sand. Gabriel’s heart died 
away as he gazed at him. There he lay, and presently 
he moved his foot, tried and raised his head, and 
stretched himself, quivering like a bowstring. Then 
Gabriel set off running away in the direction of the 
misty shore, it was overhung by a shaggy black cloud, 
and was dark. The waves were roaring as they ran 
upon the sand, mingling with it and then running back 
again. The foam hissed, and the sea-scud was flying 
about in the air. 

The rain began to fall. At first there were but 
rare drops, but soon it poured down in torrents^ 
descending from the sky in long thin jets, weaving 
a whole net of water-threads — a net suddenly hiding 
away within it the steppes and the sea, and removing 
them to an immense distance. Gabriel vanished 
behind it. For a long time nothing was visible ex- 
cept the rain, and the long lean man lying on the 
sand by the sea. But behold! again from out of 
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the rain emerged the running JJabriel ; he flew like 
a bird and, running towards CheHcash, fell down before 
him, and began to pull him about on the ground. 
His hands dipped into the warm red slime. 
trembled and staggered back with a pale and stupid 
face: 

Brother I get up I do get up!’’ he whispered in 
the ear pf Chelkash amidst the din of the sea. 

Chelkash came to himself and shoved Gabriel 
away, hoarsely exclaiming: Be off!” 

' “Brother, forgive! the devil tempted me!” 

whispered the tremulous Gabriel, kissing Chelkash ’s 
hand. 

Go I Be off!” growled the other. 

“ Take the sin from my soul, my brother! For- 
give ! ” 

Slope! Go to the devil, I say!” cried Chelkash, 
and with an effort he sat up on the sand. His face 
was pale and angry, his eyes were dull and half^ 
closed, as if he wanted to sleep. “ What more do 
you want? You have done what you wanted to do 

So go! Be ofl!” and he tried to kick the utterly 

woe-begone Gabriel, but could not, and would again 
have rolled over had not Gabriel held him up by 
embracing his shoulders. The face of Chelkash was 
now on a level with the face of Gabriel ; both were 
pale, pitiful, and odd-looking. 

“ Phew!” said Chelkash, and he spat full into the 
wide-open eyes of his workman. 

The latter gently wiped it off with his sleeve. 

“ What would you do? Won’t you answer a 
word? Forgive me, for Christ’s sake!” 

“ Ugh, you horror! But you’ll never under- 
stand,” cried Chelkash contemptuously, dragging off 



QOKKY 


278 


hi^ shirt from tinder his short jacket and proceeding to 
wrap it round his head in silence, save for the occa- 
sional gTi'^hini^ of bis teeth. You have taken the 
notes, T suppose?'" he muttered through his teeth. 

No, I've not taken i^em, my friend! I don't 

want them they’d do me harm!" 

Ghelkash 'shoved his hand into the pocket of his 
jacket, drew out a bundle of money, put back again 
in his pocket a single rainbow note, and pitched all 
the rest at Gabriel. 

" Take it and go!" 

" I’ll not take it, my brother I cannot! 

T'orgive me!" 

" Take it, I say!" roared Ghelkash, rolling his 
eyes horribly. 

"Forgive me and then I’ll take it!" said 

Gabriel timidly, and fell on his knees before Ghelkash 
on the grey sand, now saturated with rain. 

" Take it, you monster!" said Ghelkash confi- 
dently, and, with an effort, raising Gabriel’s head by 
the hair, he dung the money in his face. “ There, 
take it ! You sha’n’t work for me for nothing. 
Take it without fear! Don’t be ashamed of nearly 
killing a man. Nobody will bother about such as 
I. They’ll even thank you when they hear about it. 
Gome, take it ! Nobody knows about your deed, and 
it’s worth a recompense. There you are!" 

Gabriel perceived that Ghelkash was laughing at 
him, and his heart grew lighter. He grasped the 
money tightly in his hand. 

" But, brother, you forgive me, won't you?" he 
inquired tearfully. 

" What for, my brother?" said Ghelkash in the 
same tone, rising to his feet aiid tottering a little. 
18 
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•“ What for? Eor nothing at all. To-day it's your 
turn, to-morrow mine.'* 

Alas, my brother, my brother I" sobbed the 
afflicted Gabriel, shaking his head. 

Chelkash stood in front of him with a strange 
smile, and the rag round his head, now slightly 
tinged with red, bore some resemblance to a Turkish 
fez. 

The rain was pouring down as if from a bucket. 
The sea raged with a muffled roar, and the waves now 
beat upon the shore with frantic rage. 

For a time both men were silent. 

Well, good-bye f" said Chelkash coldly and 
sarcastically, and set off on his journey. 

He staggered as he went, his feet tottered beneath 
him, and he held his head so oddly, just as if he were 
afraid of losing it. 

Forgive me, brother I" Gabriel besought him 
once more. 

Bosh!" coldly replied Chelkash, pursuing his 
way. On he staggered, supporting his head all the 
time in the palm of his left hand, while with his right 
he gently twirled his fierce moustache. 

Gabri^ continued to gaze after him till he dis- 
appeared in the rain, which was now pouring down 
more densely than ever from the clouds in fine endless 
jets, enveloping the steppe in an impenetrable mist 
of a steely hue. 

Then Gabriel took off his wet cap, crossed him- 
self, looked at the money fast squeezed in his palm, 
sighed deeply and freely, hid the notes in his bosom, 
and with a spacious confident stride marched off along 
the sea-shore in the direction opposite to that in which 
Chelkash had vanished. 
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The sea howled, and* cast huge heavy waves on 
the strand, churning them up into foam and scud. 
The rain cut up sea and laud furiously. Everything 
around was filled with howling, yelling, moaning. 
Neither sea nor sky was visible behind the rain. 

Soon the rain and the wash of the waves had 
cleansed the red spot on the place where Chelkasfa 
had lain, had washed away all traces of Chelkash, 
and all traces of the young rustic from the sand of 
the sea-shore. And on the desolate strand nothing 
remained as a memorial of the pretty drama played 
there by two living souls. 



Alice Meynell 

CLOUD * 


During a part of the year London does not see 
the clouds. Not to see the clear sky might seem her 
chief loss but that is shared by the rest of England, 
and is, besides, but a slight privation. Not to see 
the clear sky is, elsewhere, to see the cloud. But not 
so in London, You may go for a week or two at a 
time, even though you hold your head up as you walk, 
and even though you have windows that really open, 
and yet you shall see no cloud, or but a single edge, 
the fragment of a form. 

Guillotine windows never wholly open, but are 
filled with a doubled glass towards the sky when you 
open them towards the street. They are, therefore, a 
sure sign that for all the years when no other windows 
were used in London, nobody there cared much for 
the sky, or even knew so much as whether there were 
a sky. 

But the privation of cloud is indeed a graver loss 
than the world knows. Terrestrial scenery is much, 
but it is not all. Men go in search of it; but the 
celestial scenery journeys to them. It goes its way 
round the world. It has no nation, it costs no 
weariness, it knows no bonds. The terrestrial 
scenery — ^the tourist's — is a prisoner compared with 
this. The tourist's scenery moves indeed, but only 

* From Cloud of Life and other Essays by kind permission 
of the author and the publisher, Mr. John Lane, London. 
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like Wordsworth's maiden, with earth's diurnal course, 
it is mdde as fast as its own graves. And for its 
changes it depends upon the mobility of the skiea. 
The mere green flushing of its own sap makes 
only the least oi its varieties; for the greater it must 
wait upon the visits of the light. Spring and autumn 
are inconsiderable events in a landscape compared with 
the shadows of a cloud. 

The cloud controls the light, and the mountains 
on earth appear or fade according to its passage ; they 
were so simply, from head to foot, the luminous grey 
or the emphatic purple, as the cloud permits, that their 
own local colour and their own local season are lost 
and cease, effaced before the all-important mood of 
the cloud. 

The sea has no mood* except that of the sky and 
of its winds. It is the cloud that, holding the sun's 
rays in a sheaf as a giant holds a handful of spears, 
strikes the horizon, touches the extreme edge with a 
delicate revelation of light, or suddenly puts it 
out and makes the foreground shine. 

Every one knows the manifest work of the cloud 
when it descends and partakes in the landscape obvi- 
ously, lies half-way across the mountain slope, stoops 
to rain heavily upon the lake, and blots out part of 
the view by the rough method of standing in front 
of it. But its greatest things are done from its own 
place, aloft. Thence does it distribute the sun. 

Thence does it lock away between the hills and 
valleys more mysteries than a poet conceals, but, like 
him, not by interception. Thence it writes out and 
cancels all the tracery of Monte Bosa, or lets the 
pencils of the sun renew them. Thence, hiding 
nothing, and yet, making dark, it sheds deep colbu!r 
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upon the forest land of Sussex, so that, seen frotn 
the hills, all the country is divided between grave blue 
and graver sunlight. 

And all this is but its influence, its secondary, 
work upon the world. Its own beauty is unaltered 
when it has no earthly beauty to improve. It is 
always great: above the street, above the suburbs, 
above the gas-works and the stucco, above the faces 
of painted white houses — ^the painted surfaces that 
have been devised as the only things able to vulgarise 
light, as they catch it and reflect it grotesquely from 
their importunate gloss. This is to be well seen on 
a sunny evening in Kegent Street. 

Even here the cloud is not so victorious as when 
it towers above some little landscape of rather paltry 
interest — a conventional river heavy with water, 
gardens with their little evergreens, walks, and 
shrubberies; and thick trees, impervious to the light, 
touched, as the novelists always have it, with 
autumn tints.*’ High over these rises, in the 
enormous scale of the scenery of clouds, what no 
man expected — an heroic sky. Few of the things that 
were ever done upon earth are great enough to 
be done under such a heaven. It yas surely designed 
for other days. It is for an epic world. Your eyes 
sweep a thousand miles of cloud. What are the dis- 
tances of earth to these, and what are the distances 
of the clear and cloudless sky? The very horizons of 
the landscape are near, for the round world dips so 
soon ; and the distances of the mere clear sky are 
unmeasured — you rest upon nothing until you come 
to a star, and the star itself is immeasurable. 

But in the sky of “ sunny Alps " of clouds the 
sight goes farther, with conscious flight, than it could 
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ever have journeyed otherwise. Man would not 
have known distance veritably without the clouds. 
There arc mountains indeed, precipices and deeps, to 
which those of the earth are pigmy. Yet the sky- 
heights, being so far oS, are not overpowering by 
disproportion, like some futile building fatuously 
made too big for the human measure. The cloud in 
its majestic place composes with a little Perugino 
tree. For you stand or stray in the futile building, 
while the cloud is no mansion for man, and out of 
reach of his limitations. 

The cloud, moreover, controls the sun, not merely 
by keeping the custody of his rays, but by becoming 
the counsellor of his temper. The cloud veils an 
angry sun, or, more terribly, lets fly an angry ray, 
suddenly bright upon tree and tower, with iron-grey 
storm for a background. Or when anger had but 
threatened, the cloud reveals him, gentle be- 
yond hope. It makes peace, constantly, just 
before sunset. 

It is in the confidence of the winds, and: 
wears their colours. There is a heavenly game, on 
south-west wind days, when the clouds are bowled by 
a breeze from behind the evening. They are round 
and brilliant, and come leaping up from the horizon 
for hours. This is a frolic and haphazard sky. 

All unlike this is the sky that has a centre, and 
stands composed about it. As the clouds marshalled 
the earthly mountains, so the clouds in turn are now 
ranged. The tops of all the celestial Andes aloft are 
swept at once by a single ray, warmed with a single 
colour. Promontory after league-long promontory of 
a stiller Ij^diterranean in the sky is called out of 
mist and grey by the same finger. The cloudland ia 
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v^ry great, bi|jb a suQbeaa:i makea ail its nations aa^ 
continents sudden with lighit. 

All this is for the untrayelled. All the winds 
bring him this scenery. It is only in London, for 
part of the autumn and part of the winter, that the 
unnatural smoke-fog comes between. And for many 
and many a day no London eye can see the horizon, 
or the first threat of the cloud like a mam's hand. 
There never was a great painter who had no ex- 
^isite horizoas, and if Corot and Crome were right, 
the Londoner loses a great thing. 

He loses the coming of the cloud, and when it is 
high in air he loses its shape. A clouddover is not 
content to see a snowy and rosy head piling into the 
top of the heaven; he wants to see the base and the 
altitude. The perspective of a cloud is a great part 
of its design — ^whether it lies so that you can look 
along the immense bc^rizontal distances of its floor, 
or whether it rears so upright a pillar that you look 
up its mountain steeps in the sky as you look at the 
rising heights of a mountain that stands, with you, 
on the earth. 

The cloud has a name suggesting darkness ; 
nevertheless, it is not merely the guardian of the sun's 
rays and their director. It is the sun's treasurer; 
it holds the light that the world has lost. We talk 
of sunshine and moonshine, but not of cloud-shine, 
which is yet one of the illuminations of our skies. A 
shining cloud is one of the most majestic of all second- 
ary lights. If the reflecting moon is the bride, this is 
the friend of the bridegroom. 

Needless to say, the cloud of a thunderous 
^mmer ie the most beautiful of It has 

spaces of a grey for which there is no name, 
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and no other cloud looks over at a vanishing sun from 
such heights of blue air. The shower-cloud, too, 
with its thi^ edges, ^ comes across the sky With so 
influential a flight that no ship going out to sea can 
be better worth watching. The dullest thing perhaps 
in the London streets is that people take their rain 
there without knowing anything of the cloud that 
drops it. It is merely rain, and means wetness. The 
shower-cloud there has limits of time, but no limits of 
form, and no history whatever It has not come 
from the clear edge of the plain ‘ to the south, 
and will not shoulder anon the hill to the north. The 
rain, for this city, hardly comes or goes; it does but 
begin and stop. No one looks after it on the path of 
its retreat. 



Sister Nivedita (Marg^aret E. Noble) 

THE INDIAN SAGAS * 

Unseen, but all pervasive, in the life of every 
community, is the great company of the ideals. No 
decalogue has half the influence over human conduct 
tTSaTirexercised by a single drama or a page of narra- 
tive. The theory of chivalry interests us, but the 
Idylls of the King help to mould our character. 

The whole of history, in so far as it may be known, 
is the common possession of the race ; but, in addition 
to this, every language makes its own contribution of 
literary creations, and national* custom determines the 
degree in which these shall become available to all 
classes of the community, thereby reacting upon the 
national type. Few have considered how much might 
be done to ennoble and dignify common life in EhglciAd 
by a wider dispersion of the love for Shakespeare. As 
it is, the Bible being the only book that is used in this 
sense, the careers and opinions of a few Syrian she- 
pherds are apt to be more potent among us than that 
great Brutus, Desdemona, Horatio and their kindred, 
who are the offspring of the genius of our countryman, 
and in some sense therefore the fruit of English civic 
life itself. 

It is said that in Greece the poetry of Homer and 
Euripides is known amongst the poorer classes to this 

* From The Web of Indian Life by kind permission of the 
Publishers, Messrs. Longmans Green and Co., London and New 
York. 
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day; and certain it is that the Catholic Church has 
done a gre^it and little^understood service, in bringing 
the lives of the saints of all countries to bear upon the 
development of each. Every man habitually measures 
himself against some model, therefore every addition 
to the range of available types is to be welcomed. A 
king feels himself to be one of a class of royal persons 
who must be not only authoritative but also pic- 
turesque in their behaviour. And, whether he likes it 
or not, by this standard he knows himself to stand or 
fall. His very rank forces his pattern upon him. 
Amongst those of smaller place and greater personal 
freedom, capacity more readily shows its own com- 
plexion. Some of us, were our commonplace faculties 
touched with divine fire, would find our destiny in the 
qualities of the ideal* merchant and administrator. 
That peculiar form of iB|^ri^'»""dignity, and wisdom 
that belongs to such a function would prove to be ours, 
or attainable by us. Eut although this is probably the 
commonest logical issue in English national life at 
present, it does not follow that every Englishman is 
fitter to achieve it. Here and there, especially perhaps 
among the Celtic contingent, we find one born for the 
quite different goal of peMect knighthood. Loyalty to 
leader and comrade, sympathy for the oppressed, far- 
shining fearlessness and love of freedom, are traits 
characteristic of an age of chivalry; and persons who 
embody them represent such a period, it being neither 
more nor less admirable than that of merchant-prino© 
and caravan-chief. The potentialities of one man lead 
towards sainthood, of another to poetry, of a third to 
science or mechanics. One gravitate© into leadersbipf 
another as naturally becomes disciple. One enjoys 
knowledge, another ignorance. 
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Were all of us developed to our own utmost we 
may take it that every place in life would be filled, 
every part in the world-drama played, but by men and 
women of such ripe and determined personality that 
we could no more confuse one with the other than we 
could mistake the conduct of Helen of Troy for that of 
Elisabeth of Hungary, or hers for that of Faust *a 
Gretchen. 

We have to notice, moreover, that in European life- 
only the bom idealist is deeply influenced by any of 
the miscellaneous characters of history and literature. 
Religion alone amongst us can exercise this compelling: 
power on a large scale. And this is related to. the fact 
that only religion gives ideals themselves as njotives. 
Circumstances have in many cases offered such a set- 
ting that a life has been forced into brilliance and 
distinction, but the self-born intention of the saints 
could never be wholly fulfilled. Iphigenia could hardly 
have refused her sacrifice. Joan of Arc, on the con- 
trary, must always have felt that the sword of Michael 
might have been held still more stainless and with a 
greater courage. It is this fact that gives to the ideals 
of religion their supreme power of indivitjuation... We 
must remember also that they differ from others in 
making a universal appeal. The girl who aimed at* 
becoming Porti6, would be guilty of vanity : she whose 
model is the Blessed Virgin receives the respect of all. 
To imitate Socrates would be a miserable affection : to- 
imitate the religious hero is regarded as a common 
duty. 

It may seem impossible to dgj^^the heroes and 
heroinefe of literature with this projective energy of the 
lives of saints; but in India, as to some extent in 
Iceland, the feat has been accomplished. For India- 
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is also one of the saga lands. At every lull in her 
history we may hear the chanting of her bards, and the 
joy of her people in the story of their past. The long 
twilight of the North is no better adapted to the gmwth 
of such a literature than the deep and early night of 
the South. Tu verandahs and courtyards, with the 
women concealed behind screens at the back, it has 
been the Indian fashion for hundreds of years through 
the winter months to gather at dusk round the seat of 
the Wandering Teller, and listen hour after hour to his 
stirring theme. Surrounded by lights and flowers, gay 
carpets and burning incense, there is in his perform- 
ance a mixture of reading, song, and story. It is 
something of opera, sermon, and literature all in 
one. 

Ever since the commencement of our era the 
Hindu people have possessed in their present forms two 
great poems, the Mahabharata and the Eamayana. 
The first of these is their Wars of Troy, their Heim- 
skringla, their Morte d’Arthur. That is to say, it is 
the book of the Deeds and the Wars of the Heroes. 
Thanks to the long-established culture of the race, 
and the prestige which all literature enjoys as 
‘‘ sacred,'* the Mahabharata is to this day the 
strongest influence in the shaping of the lives and 
ambitions of Hindu boys. 

The battle which it describes took place, if at all 
very nearly fifteen hundred years before the birth of 
Christ. It lasted many days, and the field of combat 
was called Kurukshetra, being situated on that great 
plain near Delhi where critical moments in the history 
of India have been so often decided. For many a 
century after Kurukshetra the wandering bards all over 
India sang of the great battle; and when any new 
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theme claimed their creative powers, it had to be 
recounted as if originally told by one of the heroes to 
another at some particular moment in the course of 
the main narrative. In this way the heart's heart of 
the whole poem, the Bhagavat Gita (a title translated 
by some scholars as Gospel of the Bhagavats ") 
brings an interesting instance of double drama with it. 
The Gita consists in itself of a dialogue between a 
young Cliieftain and Krishna, the Divine Personage 
who is acting as his charioteer, at the moment of the 
opening of the eighteen days' combat. But the device 
which enables the conversation to be given in detail 
is the picture of an old blind king, head of one of the 
rival houses, seated some miles away, and attended 
in his anxiety by a man of what is called yogic, or 
hyper- sesthetic, that is, psychic sense, who utters to 
him every word as it is spoken. 

The exquisite story of Savitri, similarly, is told by 
a rishi, or great sage, to Yudisthira, at the close of 
day, during the banishment of the five Pandavas to 
the forest. 

On this plan, more than half the country-side tales 
of Northern India could be woven into the Maha- 
bharata when it was first thrown into form by some 
unkno\vn hand, three or four centuries before Christ. 
It underwent its final recension not more than two or 
three hundred years later — a possible fifteen hundred 
years after the occurrence of the events which are its 
central theme. It is easy to see that this saga fulfils 
thus all the conditions of great epic poetry. The 
stories that it tells have been worked over by the 
imagination of singers and people for hundreds of years. 
They have become simple, direct, inevitable. They 
are spoken out of the inmost heart of a nation not yet 
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dreaming of self-oonBciousuess. They are nothing if 
not absolutely sincere. 

Comparing the Mahabharata with the Iliad an<h 
Odyssey, we find it less formed, less highly-wrought 
atnorphous . but also more brilliant and intense. 
To quote a great writer on Indian thought: — “ Out- 
line is entirely lost in colour. ' ' 

These characteristics do not hold good to the same 
extent of the second Indian epic, the Ramayana which 
has a close- worked motive running throughout. This 
poem — ^the tale of the Exile of Sita and Rama — ^re- 
ceived its present form not long after the Mahabharata, 
early in the Buddhist period. It is supposed that 
under Buddhist influence the monastic life had come 
to be so honoured that the flower of the nation- 
were drawn to it, rather than to the mingled respon- 
sibilities and joys of the home. The romantic re- 
action in ideals which was inevitable gathered itself 
about the ancient theme of a princely couple of the- 
house of Oudh, in whom all that was precious in 
monasticism was found blended with all that was 
desirable in sovereignty and love. The strong and 
quiet story spoke straight to the heart of the people, 
and to this day there are no characters so beloved by 
the masses as those of the Ramayana, no one force 
that goes so far towards the moulding of Indian 
womanhood, as the ever-living touch of the little hand 
of that Sita who is held to liave been Queen of 
Ayodhya thousands of years ago. 

The Ramayana, then, is a love-story which grew 
up and came to its flowering in the beginning of the 
Christian era. But it is unlike kll other romances 
of that early epoch in the subtlety and distinctiveness 
of its various characters, and in the complexity o^ ^'ts 
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iut'erpretation of life. For though humanity itself 
may differ little from age to age, we have been aecus- 
torned to look for a definite growth in its literary self- 
refiection. We expect primitive poetry to be pre- 
occupied with events, portraying men and women only 
In bold outline, as they move with simple grandeur 
through their fate. We do not look to it for subtle 
anaJysis of motive, or any exact mingling of the sweet 
and bitter cup of the personal life. The progress of 
literature up to this time has been largely, as we think, 
the intensifying recognition of human variation within 
a given psychological area. And in making such a 
statement we take pains to eliminate from the word 
** progress " all sense of improvement, since Homer 
remains for ever superior to Browning. Simply, we 
find in aiii a parallel to the physical process by which 
the race moves on from strong family and communal 
types to a universal individual divergence. An over- 
whelming appreciation of spiritual content is what we 
have been ready in Europe to call the modern 
spirit.*' It is a question whether the name can stand, 
however, when the Indian Epics become better known ; 
for, strangely enough, in spite of their age and the 
heroic nature of their matter, they are permeated with 
this very quality. In the Kamayana especially, as 
incident leads to incident, we have to realise that this 
is no story told for our amusement, but a woman's 
soul laid bare before us, as she climbs from steep to 
steep of renunciation. 

Perhaps only those who are in touch with national 
aspiration can fully understand the roundness and plas- 
ticity of its drama, but even the most cursory reader 
must be struck with this insight and delicacy of the 
Bamayana, 
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It is more to-day than a completed work of art; 
ut is still a means for the development of the popular 
imagination. Even amongst the written versions we 
find no two quite alike. All children are brought up 
on the story, yet those who can read the original 
Sanskrit are few in number. To meet this fact trans* 
lations have been made into various vernaculars by 
great poets from time to time — ^into Bengali, for 
instance, by Kritibas, and into Hindi by Tulsidas. 
Special incidents again have been selected and worked 
up into great episodes in Sanskrit, by one and another, 
such as Bhavabhuti in his ‘‘ Exile of Sita," or Datta 
in the Epic of Eavana.'* 

In these versions the story becomes more and 
more clearly defined. Pqlsing through every Bama- 
yana runs the Hindu reverence for Eama as man, 
husband, and king. This reverence may seek new 
modes of expression, but it can never admit that that 
which is expressed was at any time less than the ideal. 
Yet we must remember that that ideal is, in the an- 
cient terms, Oriental rather than Occidental. It 
belonged to a conception of duty that placed Society 
far above the individual, and made the perfect king 
seek the good of his people without any consideration 
for his own or his wife’s happiness. The fact that made 
his marriage perfect was its complete demonstration 
that it was as possible for two as for one to devote 
themselves first to the general weal. For the acquie- 
scence of Sita is given in her twenty years of silent 
banishment. Once during that time, says one of the 
regi onal po^ts. she saw her husband as he passed 
through the forest where she was and kept silence still. 
And though the incident is an addition not found in 
the original, it only serves to bring out more clearly 
19 
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the intention of the first poem, where every dumb 
moment of those twenty years speaks louder than 
words the wife’s in her husband’s will. 

Behind the vernacular translators stand all those 
old nurses and granddams on whose laps the poets 
themselves first heard the great tale ; and it is their 
perfect freedom to give their own versions of each 
episode — as must any of us in recounting actual 
happenings — ^that keeps it fresh and living and ex- 
plains its changes of tint in the hands of genius. 

Without the recognition of this working of the 
communal consciousness on the theme, there can be 
no complete criticism of the Eamayana, for of this 
are all new transcribings of the story born. It is more 
or less in this fashion that the old tale is told : 

Ijong ago, in the age of the heroes, there dwelt 
kings in Oudh, of whose race came one Eama, heir 
to the throne, great of heart, and goodly to look upon. 
Arid Kama was wedded to Sita, daughter of Janaka 
the king, fairest and purest of all the children of men. 
Now Kama had been trained in all knowledge and in 
the sports of princes, living, as was the manner of 
those days, in the forest, with his brother Lakshman, 
in the care of a great sage. And it happened, after he 
was come home again and wedded with Sita, that 
there arose a trouble between the king his father, and 
one of the younger queens, Kaikeyi, who desired that 
her son Bharata should inherit the throne, and pleaded 
that her husband had once promised her whatever gift 
she should desire. And when me told Eama of this 
contention that was embittering his father’s age, he 
replied at once by a vow to renounce the throne and 
retire to the forest for fourteen years. And gladly, he 
said, was this vow made, since it would give pleasure 
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to Kaikeyi, his step-mother, and confer on Bharata, 
his younger brother, the kingdom and its wealth. And 
8itH, overhearing the vow', added hers to his, in spite 
of his entreaties that she should not quit her royal 
state. Lakshman also declared that he would not be 
separated from his elder brother, Sd all three fared 
forth together into the great forest. Thither, shortly 
after, followed Bharata, saying that the king their 
fattier was now dead of grief at the wrong done his 
eldest son, and imploring Rama to return and take his 
own place in his kingdom, for Bharata had mingled no 
whit in the scheming of Kaikeyi. But Rama refused 
till the days of his vow should be ended; after fourteen 
years, he said, he would return and reign. Then, very 
reluctantly, went Bharata back to Oudh, but be carried 
with him the sandals of*Rama, declaring that these 
should hold the throne, and he himself sat always 
below them, governing in their name. 

Left in the forest, the life of Sita, Rama, and 
Ltikshrnan, became that of gentle anchorites, and they 
grew great in all manner of woodcraft, so that the wild 
creatures answered to their call. But Rama and 
Lakshman never ceased to remember their knighthood, 
holding themselves ready with sword and bow for the 
service of all who were in distress. It was on one of 
their expeditions of knight-errantry that they offended 
a great ogress, and brought on themselves the enmity 
of her powerful kinsman, Ravana the Ten-headed, 
king of the island of Lanka or Ceylon. 

It was inevitable that some of the skalds^ who 
chanted the deeds of Rama should attach tT^emselves 
specially to the character of this mythical Ravana, 
elaborating all connected wdth him. Hence, just as 
Hector and Andromache are amongst the most 
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beautiful figures in the Iliad, so, in the Indian poem, is 
Mandodari, the wife of Ravana, one of the strongest 
personages, at least from a literary point of view. To 
this day old wives tell of an incident that has crept 
into no published poem. When the time came, they 
say, that Rama had conquered and slain his ten-headod 
foe, Mandodari was inconsolable that she was now a 
widow. Then it was declared to her that, till her 
husband’s funeral fire was dead she should be no 
widow, and that that fire should burn for ever. And 
so, sure enough, we have only to shut our ears tight, 
and we hear the roaring of the flames that are burning 
Ravana to ashes ! 

For so it was, that Rama had to defeat and slay 
this evil kingpin order to recover Sita, who had been 
stolen from him. The stor}^ of the Taking of Sita is 
as beautiful as Pluto’s Capture; of Proserpine. 

It is the close of day in the forest, and Sita is 
alone. Lakshman — one of the most “ perfect gentle 
knights ” in the whole range of fiction — haskleft her, 
at her earnest entreaty that he should go to seek for 
Rama, but he has first drawn three circles about her 
with the end of his bow, and warned her not to step 
outside. The sun is not yet set, however, when a 
Brahmin appears, ashen-clad, with matted locks, and 
begs for charity. Sita pleads that it is late and she 
is alone, imploring him to^go. And this he promises 
to do if only first she will step outside and give him 
a little food. She is full of dim forebodings of evil, 
but pity at last gains the up|i*®r hand of fear; she 
steps out of her enchanted circles to bestow alms on 
him; he throws off the disguise of the Brahmin, ap- 
pears as Ravana himself, and carries her off to his 
kingdom in his chariot. It is during the first terrible 
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moment of the journey that Sita drops her jewels 
stealthily behind her, in order that those coming after 
may be able to trace her flight. 

Surely this picture the exiled queen, standing 
amidst the long shadows in her simple hut, lost in the 
struggle between her desire to aid and all the invisible 
safeguards of her womanhood, is one that deserves the 
brush of some great painter. 

For years Sita is kept confined in Lanka, and 
Earma and Lakshrnan, in their progress through what 
is depicted as the wilderness of Southern India, owe 
her discovery and much of their success in finally 
ndeasing her, to the services of their great ally, 
Hanuman, the monkey -general. It is supposed that 
if there be any historicarfoundation for the legend of 
the Eamayana,* this name of Hanuman may refer to 
the chieftain of some strong aboriginal tribe. In any 
case, he stands to-day for all that is great in disciple- 
ship. Filled with the worship of Earn a, he brings to 
liis service the unquestioning obedience of a child and 
the genius of a man. It is in his presence and that of 
Lakshrnan that Sita goes proudly, at her own request, 
through that ordeal by fire which is to prove her stain- 
lessness, and he declares that at death the names of 
Sita and Kama will be found written on his heart. 

It is now time for the return to the kingdom, and 
Sita and Kama go back to Oudh, reigning there in 
perfect happiness close upon a year. Then comes the 
great crisis of their parting, in deference to the people’s 
doubt of Sita. She retires to a distant forest, to live 
the life of a nun, under the care of Valmiki, the old 
hermit ; and Kama sits alone on the throne of Oudh for 
the rest of his life. Once only does he speak of his 
loss. His subjects desire him to take a new queen, for 
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the performance of a state sacrifice that he cannot 
make alone. But here the wrath of the king blazes 
forth. No woman shall ever be put in Sita's place, 
but a golden image of her is made, and fills her part in 
the appointed ceremonies. 

Shortly after her arrival in the forest, Sit a had 
become the mother of twin sons, and Valmiki, their 
foster-father, brings these up as princes, only taking 
care to add to their education the knowledge of his 
own great poem, the Eamayana. He allows it to bo 
supposed, also, that their mother is dead. When the 
boys are some twenty years of age, news goes about 
the country of a great religious festival to be held at 
the Court of Ayodhya, and the hermit makes ready to 
go up to it, taking his two foster-sons in the character 
of minstrels, and the queen. 

The rest of the story is inevitable. The eyes of 
Eama discover his hoys as they recite before him the 
deeds of his own past, and calling Valmiki to him, ho 
speaks with hopeless longing the name of Sita. The 
old man draws her forward, and she unveils her face 
to her husband. At this moment, as the two look each 
upon the face that has been present to every thought 
for twenty years, the murmur of the people's doubt is 
once more heard, and the cry rises from the crowd. 
Let her be tried by fire !*’ 

No woman’s pride could brook this ren6n\ed 
insult. Sita, the proud, the silent, the stainless, cries 
out for death. At her words, the ground opens, a 
chariot appears, and in the arms of her Mother Earth 
•she is withdrawn from the world of rnen. Eama 
waits only to bestow the kingdom on his sons, and 
then plunges into the forest, to be for ever lost to 
humanity. 
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The story of the Mahabharata would be less easy 
to recount. Mighty v/arriors, beautiful women, and 
great saints move to and fro across its scenes in a 
glittering r nelee^ The local colour is rich to a fault. 
The poem abounds in descriptions of social customs, 
domestic comfort, the fashions of old armour and 
similar details. But it is in the conception of charac- 
ter which it reveals that it becomtis most significant. 
Bhishma, the Indian Arthur, is there, with his 
perfect knighthood and awful purity of soul. Lancelot 
is there — a glorified Lancelot, whose only fall was the 
utterance of a half- truth once, with purpose to mislead 
— in the person of the young king, Tudhisthira. And 
Krishna, the Indian Christ, is there, in that guise of 
prince and leader of inenjfchat has given him the name 
in India of '' The Perfect Incarnation.'' One of the 
rival houses consists of a family of no less than a 
hundred children so that the multiplicity of persons 
xand incidents is best left to the imagination. Yet 
certain main features belong to the treatment of all 
characters alike. For the attention of the poet- 
chronicler is fixed on the invisible shackles of selfhood 
that bind us all. He seems to be describing great 
•events ; in reality he does not for one instant forget 
that he is occupied with the history of souls, depict- 
ing the incidence of their experience and knowledge 
on the external world. 

One story is typical. The young princes are 
taking a lesson in shooting, and a clay bird has been 
sot up as target. One by one they are asked by their 
master what they see. They reply, ‘‘ A bird,” A 
branch supporting a bird," and so on. Till at last he 
puts the question to Arjuna, one of the youngest, and 
receives the answer, A bird’s head and in that head 
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only the eye.’* The moment of the telling of this? 
story to an Indian child is tense with feeling. For it 
embodies the culminating ideal of the nation, inasmuch 
as “ Concentration of Mind ” stands among Hindus 
for the supreme expression of that greatness which we 
may recognise in honour or courage or any kind of 
heroism. 

The central character of the Mahabharata fulfils a- 
very subtle demand. Bhishma is intended for the type 
of king and knight. Now, knighthood implies the 
striking of many blows, and kinghood the protecting 
of manifold and diverse interests, but perfection re- 
quires that nothing shall be done from the motive of 
self-interest. In order, therefore, that he may display 
all the greatness of charactei* that is possible to man 
in these relations, Bhishma is made, as heir to the 
throne, to renounce all rights of succession and even 
of marriage, at the beginning of his life, by way of 
setting his father free to marry a fisher-girl whom he 
loves, and make her son his heir. 

From this point, having set aside the privileges of 
parent and sovereign, Bhishma is made to bear to the 
full the responsibilities of both; and finally, in the 
energy and faithfulness of his military service, life 
itself can only be taken from him when he with his 
own lips has given instructions for his defeat. In 
Bhishma, therefore, we have the creation of a people 
who have already learnt to regard detachment as a 
necessary element of moral grandeur. 

It is strange to us, but perfectly consistent with 
this point of view, that as long as Bhishma remains a 
militant figure in the battle of Kurukshetra he is acting 
as generalissiino for what he regards as the worse cause 
"of the two. He has done his best to prevent the war. 
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hut when it is determined on, he sets himself to obey 
his sovereign, in the place that is his own. He is 
filled, as the Indian poet represents him, with super- 
natural assurance that his side must lose, yet he 
strikes not a single blow either more or less for this 
consideration. In like manner it is told of Krishna 
that after he has done his utmost for peace in the 
interests of justice, he is approached by both parties 
for his aid, and that such is the calmness of his out- 
look on life that he submits the matter to a moral test. 
To one claimant he will give his armies ; the other he 
will serve in person unarmed, he says, leaving the 
choice to themselves. It is clear that the man whose 
greed and ambition are plunging whole nations into 
war will not have the, spiritual insight to choose the 
Divine Person for his champion, rather than great 
hosts. And he does not. 

Such stories illustrate the Hindu endeavour to 
understand every man's relation to a given situation, 
and to read in conflicting lines of conduct that same 
irresistible necessity which, acting from within, hurls 
each one of us upon his fate. In this endeavour lies 
the real secret of that tolerance which has so puzzled 
observers in the Indian people. Not only has there 
never been religious persecution among Hindus, but 
the sceptic, the atheist, or the Christian missionary is 
as free to preach on the steps of the temple as the 
believing priest. The European correlative of the trait 
is found in the dramatist or novelist of genius who can 
represent the motives of opposing sides so as to draw 
equally upon our sympathy ; but this has always been 
an exceptional ability with us, and not a common 
attitude of mind. In the Mahabharata itself the most 
perfect expression of such reconciliation of opposites ia 
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perhaps found in the story of Shishupal, the enemy of 
Krishna. ShishupaTs mother had won Krishna's pro- 
mise that her son might sin against him a hundred 
times, and yet be forgiven. But this cup of error was 
already full, when his crowning blasphemy occurred. 
The occasion was that of the offering of certain 
honours to the Chief of Knights. Krishna, in right of 
his divinity, had already been named, and the decision 
that to him should the sacrifice be made was spoken. 
To the deep-rooted hostility of Shishupal, however, 
this was unendurable. He broke out into indignant 
protest. In what sense, he asked, was Krishna 
greatest of the knights? Was not Bhishma present? 
Was not Yudhisthira their liege? Let the honours be 
paid to one of these. 

Shocked and outraged, every one looked to 
Bhishma to punish the impiety; but that aged clans- 
man's face was turned towards the Avatar. Then, as 
all waited in suspense, from behind the Blessed 
Knight flashed forth the bright discus of Vishnu, and 
-striking the helmet of Shishupal clove him through, 
•even to the ground. And lo, before their eyes, the 
soul of that sinful one came forth like a mass of flame, 
and passed over and melted into the feet of Krishna. 
“ For even the enemies of God go to salvation," says 
the old chronicler, " by thinking much upon him." 
A later increment of explanation makes the point still 
clearer. It had happened in some previous ago that 
a great and enlightened spirit had fallen under a curse 
— had strayed, that is to say, into those circles of 
destiny that would involve him in human birth. And 
the All Merciful, being touched with pity, offered him 
the path of return through seven births as the friend 
of God, or three as His enemy. The second alternative 
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was his instant choice, and Ins became in one life 
Kavana the foe of Bania; in another, a certain perse- 
cuting king; and in the third, this Shishupa], now once 
more absorbed into Eternal Bliss, 

Few characters in literature can rank with the 
h(a*oic figure of young Kama. Dark with anger, but 
perfect in chivalry, he resents to the death a slight 
levelled at his birth, yet turns in the midst of princely 
acclaims to salute reverently the aged charioteer sup- 
posed to be his father. Full of a palpitating humanity 
is Draupadi, the Pandava Queen. Beautiful and high- 
spirited as she is, she has ail a woman’s inability to 
keep a secret, and her foolish boastfulness almost 
betrays the heroes before their time is ripe. The 
strongest attraction oi such figures is always the 
actuality. There is notliiug incredibly exalted about 
them, but good and t'vil are entwined in their natures, 
strong and heroic though they be, as in us all. 

The end of Bhishma is like that of some ancient 
Norseman. Lying on the fiidd of battle where he fell, 
he refuses to be moved, and asks only for a bed and 
pillow' such as are fit for knightly bowmen. One of 
th(‘ young chiefs divines his meaning, and, stepping 
forward, shoots arrows into the earth till what was 
desired has been provided. And on his bed of arrows 
Bhishma dies. 

Such are some of the characters who form the 
ideal world of the Hindu home. Absorbed in her 
“ worship of the Feet of the Lord,” the little girl sits 
for hours in her corner, praying, ” Make me a wife 
like Sital Give me a husband like Rama!” Each 
act or speech of the untrained boy rushing in from 
school, may remind some one, halfdaughing, half- 
admiring, of Yudisthira or Lakshman, of Kama or 
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Arjuna, and the name is sure to be recalled. It is 
expected that each member of the family shall have 
his favourite hero, who will be to him a sort of patron 
saint, and may appear at the centre of the story, if 
he is bidden to recount it. Thus, when one tells the 
liamayana, Havana is the hero ; another makes it 
Hanuman; only the books keep it always Sita and 
Hama. And it is well understood that the chosen ideal 
exercises a preponderant influence over one’s own 
development. None could love Lakshman without 
growing more full of gentle courtesy and tender con- 
sideration for the needs of others; he who cares for 
Hanuman cannot fail to become more capable of 
supreme devotion and ready service. And justice itself 
must reign in the heart that adores Yudisthira. 

The character of Bhishrna in the Mahabharata as 
that of Sita in the Kamayana is a proof that Indian 
philosophy was completed before the Epics. But that 
philosophy itself, we must remember, was directly 
related to the common life of common folk. Only this 
fact can explain the recognition and welcome of such 
conceptions by the whole nation. Let us look at the 
love story of Sita. Her feeling is consecrated by the 
long years of poverty filled with worship, in the forest. 
When it is thus established, she undergoes the dreary 
persecution and imprisonment at the hands of Havana. 
Every moment finds her repeating the name of Hama, 
her faith unshaken in her ultimate rescue. At the 
end she herself suggests the fiery ordeal, and goes 
through it with dauntless courage. 

Then for one short year, as wife, and queen, and 
future mother, she tastes of entire earthly happiness, 
only to be swept away from her home again in the 
sternness of her husband's will for his people's good. 
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Through twenty years of acquiescent silence she keeps 
now, in all its fulness, that love that sent her first to 
share Kama 'a exile in the forest, and yet the perfec- 
tion of her pride of womanhood is shown when she dies 
of the insult conveyed in a spoken doubt. 

We believe vaguely that the power to renounce 
distinguishes the human from all like known to us ; 
but a conception of renunciation so searching, so 
austere as this appals us. It is clear that a command- 
ing philosophy of self-discipline lay behind, or the 
poet’s hand could not have been so remorseless: but 
it is also clear that that philosophy was living in the 
heart and effort of the people, or Sita and Kama could 
not have been so loved. 

We ask in vain what can have been the life of 
India before she found refuge and direction in such 
dreams as these. For to-day it has become so one 
with them that all trace of the dawn before they were 
is lost. They penetrate to every part of the country, 
every class of society, every grade of education. 
Journeying in the mountains at nightfall, one came 
upon the small open hut of the grain-dealer, and saw, 
round a tiny lamp, a boy reading the Ramayana in the 
vernacular to a circle of his elders. At the end of each 
stanza they bowed their heads to the earth, with the 
chant, “ To dear Sita’s bridegroom, great Kama, all 
hail!” The shopkeeper in the city counts out his 
wares to the customer, saying ** One (Bam), two 
(Bam), three (Bam),” and so on, relapsing into a 
dream of worship when the measuring is done. Nay, 
once at least it is told how at the ” Four (Bam)” the 
blessed name was enough to touch the inmost soul of 
him who uttered it, and he rose up then and there and 
left the world behind him. The woman terrified at 
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thunder calls on ‘ ‘ Sita Earn ! ' ' and the bearers of the 
dead keep time to the cry of Eama Nama Sattya 
hail’' (“ The name of the Lord alone is real!”) 

What philosophy by itself could never have done 
for the humble, w^hat the laws of Manu have done 
only in some small measure tor the few, that tUo iijpics 
have done through unnumbered ages and are doing 
still for all classes alike. They are the perpetual 
Hinduisers, for they are the ideal embodiments of that 
form of life, that conception of conduct, of which laws 
and theories can give but the briefest abstract, yet 
towards which the hope and effort of every Hindu child 
must be directed. 

We are in the habit of talking of the changeless 
East; and, though there is a certain truth in the 
phrase, there is also a large element of fallacy. One 
of the most striking features of Hindu society during 
the past fifty years has been the readiness of the 
people to adopt a foreign form of culture and to com- 
pete with those who are native to that culture on equal 
terms. In medicine, in letters, in science, even in 
industry, where there has been opportunity, we are 
astonished at the intellectual adaptability of the race. 
Is the mere beckoning of the finger of the nineteenth 
century enough to subvert predi|^tions as old as 
Babylon and Nineveh? we ask, amazed. By no 
means. Such changes as these are merely surface 
deep. The hauteur of the East lies in the very know- 
ledge that its civilisation has nothing to fear from the 
social and intellectual experiments of its youngsters, 
or even from such complete changes of mental raiment 
as amongst newer peoples would constitute revolutions 
of thought, for the effort of Eastern civilisation has 
always been to the solitary end of moralising the 
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individual, and in this way it differs essentially from 
Western systems uf culture, which have striven rather 
for the most efficient use of materials. If Alexander, 
capable of organising the largest number of his fellows 
most effectually for a cornhination of military, commer- 
cial, and scientiffc ends in that most difficult form, an 
armed expedition over hostile territory^if Alexander 
b(‘ taken as the type of Occidental genius, then, as the 
culminating example of the Oriental we must name 
Buddha; for clear and intense conceptions of perfect 
renunciation and inner illumination are the hidden 
springs of Hindu living, around which the home itself 
is built. These it is of which the Epics are the 
popular vehicles, these it is which give its persistence 
to Indian civilisation through the centuries, and this is 
why no examination syllabus, no alien's kindly inspir- 
ation, no foreigner’s appreciation or contempt, can 
ever hope to have, one iota of permanent influence on 
the national education at its core. 

Eeforming sects are very apt to reject what is 
much cultivated amongst the orthodox — the folk-lore 
that has grown up round the Epics in the Puranas and 
other literature. But to the poems themselves all 
cling fast. None fail to realise that they bear the 
mark of supreme literature, and so they remain a 
constant element, capable, like all great interpretations 
of life, of infinitely varied application, a treasure 
greater, because more greatly used, than any Anger of 
Achilles, or Descent into Purgatory, amongst them all. 
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THE FALL OF ANTWEEP * 

The storm which was to burst over Antwerp the 
following night was gathering fast when we arrived 
on Tuesday morning. Army motor trucks loaded 
with dismantled aeroplanes and the less essential 
impedimenta screamed through the streets bound 
away from, not toward, the front. The Queen, that 
afternoon, was seen in the Hotel St. Antoine re- 
ceiving the good-byes of various friends. Consuls 
suddenly locked their doors anc^ fled. And the cannon, 
rumbling along the eastern horizon as they had 
rumbled, nearer and nearer, for a fortnight, were now 
beyond the outer line of forts and within striking 
distance of the town. 

That night, an hour or two after midnight, in 
my hotel by the water front, I awoke to the steady 
clatter of hoofs on cobblestones and the rumble of 
wheels. I went to the window, on the narrow side 
street, black as all streets had been in Antwerp since 
the night that the Zeppelin threw its first bombs, and 
looked out. It was a moonlight night, clear and cold, 
and there along the Quai St. Michael, at the end of the 
street, was an army in retreat. They were Belgians, 
battered and worn out with their unbroken weeks of 
hopeless fighting; cavalrymen on their tired horses, 
artillerymen, head sunk on their chests, drowsing on 

* From Collier's Weekly, by kind permission of the pub- 
lishers, Messrs, P. F. Collier & Sons, New York City, U. S. A. 
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their lui^hing caissons; the patient little foot soldiers, 
rifles slung across their shoulders, scuffling along in 
thiiir heavy overcoats. 

In the dark shadow of the tall old houses a few 
people came out and stood there watching silently 
and, as one felt, in a sort of despair. All night long 
men were marching by — and in London they were 
still reading that it was but a “ demonstration the 
Germans were engaged in — down the quay and 
across the pontoon bridge — ^the only way over the 
Scheldt — over to the Tete de Flandre and the road 
to Ghent . They were strung along the street next 
morning, boots mud-covered, mud-stained, intrench- 
ing shovels hanging to their belts, faces unshaven 
for weeks, just as they had come from the trenches ; 
yet still patient and cheerful, with that unshakable 
Flemish good cheer. Perhaps, after all, it was not 
a retreat; they might be swinging round to the south 

nnd St. Nicholas to attack the German flank 

,,.But before they had crossed, another army, a 
civilian army, flowed down on and over the quay. 
For a week people had been leaving Antwerp ; now 
the general flight began. From villages to the east 
and south-east, from the city itself, people came 
pouring down. In waggons drawn by huge Belgian 
flruft horses, in carts pulled by the captivating 
Belgian work dogs, panting mightily and digging 
their paws into the slippery cobbles; on foot, leading 
little children and carrying babies and dolls and 
canaries and great bundles of clothes and household 
things wrapped in sheets, they surged toward that 
one narrow bridge and the crowded ferryboats. X saw 
one old woman, gray -haired and tanned like an Indian 
squaw with work in the fields, yet with a 
^0 
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fine, well-made face, pushing a groaning wheel- 
barrow. jA strap went from the handles over her 
shoulders, and, stopping now and then to ask the 
news, she would slip off this harness, gossip for a 
time, then push on again. That afternoon under my 
window there was a tall waggon, a sort of hay waggon, 
in which there were twenty-two little tow-headed 
children, none more than eight or ten, and several 
almost babies in arms. By the side of the waggon 
a man, evidently father of some of them, stood 
buttering the end of a huge round loaf of bread find 
cutting off slice after slice, which the older children 
broke and distributed to the little ones. Two cows 
were tied to the back of the waggon and the man's wife 
squatted there milking them. All along the quay 
and in the streets leading into it were people like 
this — harmless, helpless, hard-working people, going 
they knew not where. The entrance to the bridgt‘ 
was soon choked. One went away and returned an 
hour later and found the same people Waiting almost 
in the same spot, and, with that wonderful calm and 
patience of theirs, feeding their children or giving a 
little of their precious hay to the horses, quietly 
waiting their turn while the cannon which had 
driven them from their homes kept on thundering 
behind them. 

That afternoon I walked uptown through tho 
shuttered, silent streets — silent but for that incessant 
rumbling in the south-east and the occasional honking 
flight of some military automobile — to two of the 
hospitals. In one, a British hospital on the Boulevard 
Leopold, the doctor^ in charge was absent for the 
moment, and there was no one to answer my offer of 
occasional help if an outsider could be of use. I 
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sat waiting a tall, brisk Englishwoman, in nurse's 
uniform, came up and asked what I wanted. I told 
her. 

“ Oh/' she said, and in her crisp English voioe, 
without further ado, ‘‘ will you help me with a leg?" 

She led the way into her ward, and there we con- 
trived between us to bandage and slip a board and 
pillow under a fractured thigh. Between whispers of 
Courage I Courage I to the Belgian soldier, she said 
that she was the wife of a British general and had two 
sons in the army and a third — ‘ ‘ Poor boy I ’ ' she 
murmured, more to him than to me — on one of the 
ships in the North Sea. 1 arranged to come back next 
morning to help with the lifting, and went on to 
another hospital in the Eue Nerviens, to find that little 
English lady who crossed with us in the Ostend boat 
in August on the way to her sister's hospital in 
Antwerp. 

Here in the quiet wards she had been working 
while the Germans swept down on Paris and were 
rolled back again, and while the little nation which 
she and her sister loved so well was being clubbed 
to its knees. Louvain, Liege, Malines, Namur — 
chapters in all the long, pitiless story were lying 
there in the narrow iron beds. There were men 
with faces chewed by shrapnel, men burned in the 
explosion of the powder magazine at Fort Waelhem, 
when the attack on Antwerp began — dragged out 
from the uiiderground passage in which the garrisons 
had sought momentary refuge and where most of 
them were killed, burned, and blackened. One 
strong, good-looking young follow, able to eat and 
live apparently, was shot through the temples and 
blind in both eyes. It was the hour for carrying 
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those well enough to stand it out into the court and; 
giving them their afternoon's airing and smoke. One 
had lost an arm, another, a whimsical young Belgian,, 
had only the stump of a left leg. When we started, 
to lift him back into his bed, he said he htid a. 
better way than that. So he put his arms round my 
neck and showed me how to take him by the back, 
and the well leg. 

“ Bon I** he said, and again! ‘‘ Bon ” when I 
let him down, and then reaching out and patting me 
on the back, “ Bon "I he smiled again. 

That night, behind drawn curtains which admitted 
no light to the street, we dined peacefully and well, 
and, except for this unwonted seclusion, just outside 
which were the black streets and still the endless pro- 
cession of carts and waggons and shivering people, one 
might have forgotten, in that cheerfully lighted room, 
that we were not in times of peace. We even loitered 
over a grate fire before going to bed and talked in 
drowsy and almost indifferent fashion of whether it 
was absolutely sure that the Germans w^ere trying to 
take the town. 

It was almost exactly midnight that I found my- 
self listening, half awake, to the fapiiliar sound of 
distant cannon. One had come to think of it, almost, 
as nothing but a sound; and to listen with a detjphed 
and not unpleasant interest as a man tucked comfort- 
ably in bed follows a roll of thunder to its end or 
listens to the fall of rain. 

It struck me suddenly that there was something 
new about this sound; I sat up in bed to listen, and 
that instant a far-off, sullen “ Boom!" was followed' 
by a crash as if lightning had struck a house a little 
way down the street. As I hurried to the window 
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ithere came another far-off detonation, a curious wail- 
ing whistle swept acroL>s the sky, and over behind the 
roofs to the left there was another crash. 

One after another they came, at intervals of half 
a minute, or screaming on each other’s heels as if 
racing to their goal. And then the crash or, if farther 
away, muffled explosion as another roof toppled in, or 
cornice dropped off, as a house made of canvas drops 
to pieces in a play. 

The effect of those unearthly wails, suddenly 
silking in across country in the dead of night from six 
—eight — ^ten miles away — Heaven knows where — was, 
as the Germans intended it to be, tremendous. It is 
not easy to describe nor to be imagined by those who 
had not lived in that threatened city — ^the last Belgian 
stronghold — and felt that vast, unseen power rolling 
nearer and nearer. And now, all at once, it was here, 
TOat^ialised, demoniacal, a flying death, swooping 
across the dark into your very room. 

It was like one of those dreams in which you 
cannot stir from your tracks, and meanwhile Boom! 
Tzee-ee-ee-eeV — is this one meant for you?# 

Already there was a patter of feet in the dark, and 
people with white bundles on their backs went stumb- 
ling by toward the river and the bridge. Motors came 
honking down from the inner streets, and the quay, 
which had begun to clear by this time, was again 
jammed. I threw on some clothes, hurried to the 
street. A rank smell of kerosene hung in the ait; 
presently a petrol shell burst to the southward, light- 
ing up the sky for an instant like the flare from a 
hljkst furnace, and a few moments later there showc^d 
over the roofs the flames of the first fire. 

Although we could hear the wail of shells fiyiikg 
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across their wide parabola both into the town and out 
from the first ring of forts, few burst in our part of 
the city that night, and we walked up as far as the 
cathedra] without seeing anything but black and silent 
striH'ts. Every one in the hotel was up and dressed 
by this time. Some were for leaving at once; one 
family, piloted by the comfortable Belgian servants — 
far cooler than anyone else — went to the cdlar, some 
gathered about the grate in the writing room to watch 
the night out ; the rest of us went back to bed. 

There wasn’t much sleep for anyone that night. 
The bombardment kept on until morning, hilled slight- 
ly as if the enemy might be taking breakfast, then it 
continued into the next day. And now the city — a 
busy city of near four hundred thousand people — 
emptied itself in earnest, ditizens and soldiers, field 
guns, motor trucks, wheelbarrows, dogcarts, hayricks, 
baby carriages, droves of people on foot, all flowed 
down to the Scheldt, the ferries, and the bridge. They 
poured into coal barges, filling the ya\\ming black holes 
as Africans used to fill slave ships, into launches 'and! 

and along the roads leading down the river and 
south-westward toward Ostend. 

One thought with a shudder of what would happen 
if the Germans dropped a few of their high explosive 
shells into that helpless mob, and it is only fair to- 
remember that they did not, although retreating 
Belgian soldiers were a part of it, and one of the Ger- 
man aeroplanes, a mere speck against the blue, was 
looking calmly down overhead. Nor did they touch 
the cathedral, and their agreement not to shell any of 
the buildings previously pointed out on a map deli- 
vered to them through the American Legation seemedi 
to be observed. 
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^ ])own through that mass of fugitiv es pushed a 
liondon motor bus ambulance with several wounded 
l:>ritish soldiers, one of them sitting upright, support- 
iiig with his right hand a left arm, the biceps, bound 
in a blood-soaked tourniquet, half tom away. They 
had come in from the trenches, where their comrades 
were, now waiting, with their helpless little rifles, 
for an enemy miles away, who lay back at his ease 
find swept them with shrapnel. I asked them how 
things were going, and they said not very well. They 
could only wait until the German aeroplanes had 
given the range and the trenches became too hot, 
then fall back, dig themselves in, and play the same 
g,ane over again. 

Following them was* a hospital -service motor car, 
driven by a Belgian soldier, and in charge. of a cl^n- 
cut, soldierlike-appearing young British officer. It was 
liis present duty to motor from trench to trench across 
the zone of fire, with the London bus trailing behind, 
and pick up wounded. It wasn^t a particularly plea- 
sant job, he said, jerking his head toward the distant 
firing, and frankly he wasn’t keen about it. We talk- 
('d for some time, everyone talked to everyone else in 
Antwerp that morning, and when he started out again 
I asked him to give me a lift to the edge of town, y 

Quickly we raced through the Place de Meir and 
the deserted streets of the politer part of Antwerp, 
where, the night before, most of the shells had fallen. 
We went crackling over broken glass, past gaping 
cornices and holes in the pavement, five feet across 
and three feet deep, and once passed a house quietly 
burning away with none to so much as. watch the 
fire. The city wall, along which arb the first line of 
forts, drew near, then the tunnel passing under it, and 
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we went through without pausing and on down the 
road to Malines. We were beyond the town now, 
bowling rapidly out into the flat Belgian country, 
and clinging there to the running board, with the 
October wind blowing quite through a thin flannel 
suit, it suddenly came over me that things had 
moved very fast in the last five minutes, and then all 
at once, in some unexpected fashion, all that elaborate 
barrier of laissez-passers sauf -conduits, and so on, had 
been swept aside, and, quite as if it were the most 
ordinary thing in the world, I was spinning out to that 
almost mythical “ front/’ 

Front, indeed ! It was two fronts. There was an 
explosion just behind us, a hideous noise overhead, 
as if the whole zenith had somehow been ripped across 
like a tightjy stretched piecie of silk, and a shell from 
the Belgian fort under which we. had just passed went 
hurtling down long aisles of air — further — further — 
to end in a faint detonation miles away. 

Out of sight in front of us, there was an 
answering thud, and — Tzee-ee-ee-er-r-r-BONGI ’' — a 
Oerrnan shell had gone over us and burst behind the 
Belgian fort. Under this gigantic antiphony the 
motor car raced along, curiously small and irrelevant 
oxwthat empty country road. 

We passed great holes freshly made — craters five 
or six feet across and three feet deep, neatly blown out 
of the macadam — then a dead horse. There were 
plenty of dead horses along the roads in France, but 
they had been so for days. This one’s blood was not 
yet dry, and the shell that had tom the great rip in 
its chest must have struck here this morning. 

We turned into the avenue of trees leading up to 
an empty chateau, a field hospital until a few hours 
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before. Mattresses and bandages littered the deserted 
room, and an electrie chandelier was still burning. 
The young officer pointed to some trenches in tlie 
garden. “ I had those dug to put the w’ounded i|f 
in case we had to hold tlje place/* he said. “ It was 
getting prettv hot.” 

There was nothing here now, however, and, fol- 
lowed by the London bus with its obedient enlisted 
men doing duty as ambulance orderlies, we motored a 
mile or so further on to the nearest trench. It was 
in an orchard beside a brick farmhouse, with a vista 
in front of barbed-wire entanglement and a carefully 
cleaned firing field stretching out to a village and 
trees about half a mile away. They had looked very 
interesting and difficult,* those barbed-wire ma-zes and 
suburbs ruthlessly swept of trees and houses, when I 
had seen the Belgians jav^paring for the siege six 
we(‘,ks before, and the\ were to be of about as much 
practical us(‘ now as pictures on a wall. 

There aw, it will be recalled, three lines of forts 
about Antwerp — th(* inner one, corresponding to the 
city’s wall ; a middle one a few miles further out, 
when; the British now were, and the outer line, which 
the enemy had already passed. Their artillery was 
hidden far over behind the horizon trees, and the 
British marines and naval reserve men who manned 
these trenches could only wait there, rifle in hand, 
for an enemy that would not come, while a captive 
balloon a, mile or two away to the eastward and an 
aeroplane sailing far overhead gave the ranges, and 
they waited for the shrapnel to burst. The trenches 
were narrow and shoulder deep, very like trenches 
for gas or water pipes, and reasonably safe except 
when a shell burst directly overhead. One had struck 
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that morning just on the inner rim of the trench, 
blown out one of those craterlike holes, and discharged 
all its shrapnel backward across the trench and 
into one of the heavy timbers supporting a bombproof 
roof. A raincoat lianging to a nail in this timber 
was literally shot to shreds. That’s where I was 
standing,” said the young lieuteiiani in command, 
pointing with a dry smile to a spot not. more than a 
yard away from where th(^ shell had burst. 

Half a doz(in young follows, crouched there in the 
bombproof, looked out at us and grinned. They 
were brand-noAV soldiers, sonn; of tluan, boys fron^ 
the London streets w^ho had answered the thrilling 
posters and signs, ” Your King and Country N('ed 
You,” and been sent on this* jll-fated expedition for 
their first sight of war.>C The liondon papers are talk- 
ing about it as T am writing this — how this handful 
of nine thousand men, part of them recruits who 
scarcely knew one end of a rifle from another, w'ere 
flung across the Channel on Sunday night and rushed 
up to the front to be .shot at and rushed hack again. 
I did not know this then, but wondered if this wa» 
what they had dreamed of — squatting helplessly in a 
ditch until another order came to retire — when they 
swung through the London streets singing ” It’s a 
long, long way to Tipperary ” two months ago. 

Yet not one of the youngest and the greenest 
showed the least nervousness as they waited there in 
that melancholy little orchard under the incessant 
scream of shells. That unshakable British coolness, 
part sheer pluck, part a sort of lack of imagination, 
perhaps, or at least of “ nerves,” left them as calm 
and casual as if they were but drflling on the turf 
of Hyde Park. And with it persisted that almost 
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equally unshakable sense of class, that touching confi- 
dence in one's superiors — ^the young clerk’s or mecha* 
nic’s inborn conviction that whatever that smart, 
clean-cut, imperturbable young officer does and says 
must inevitably be right -at least that if he is cool 
and serene you must, if the skies fall, be cool and 
serene too. 

We met one young fellow as we walked through 
an empty lateral leading to a bombproof prepared for 
wounded, and the ambulance ofl&cer asked him sharply 
hov\' things had been going that morning. 

Oh, very »/ell, sir,” he said with the most 
iv^^pectful good humour, though a shell bursting 
just then a stone’s throw beyond the orchard made 
l)oth of us duck our heads. ‘‘A bit hot, sir, about 
nine o’clock, but only one man hurt. They do seem 
to know just where we are, sir; but wait till their 
infantry comes up — we’ll clean them out right 
enough, sir.” 

And if he had been ordered to stay there and 
hold the trench alone, one could imagine him saying 
in that same tone of deference and good humour: 
” Yes, sir; thank you, sir,” and staying, too, till the 
cows came home. 

We motored down the line to another trench — 
this one along a road with fields in front and about 
II couple of hundred yards behind a cli^p of trees 
which masked a Belgian battery. The ofl&cer here, a 
tall, up-sending, gravely handsome young man, with 
u deep, strong, slightly humorous voice, and the air 
of one both bom to and used to command — ^the best 
type of navy man — came over to meet us, rather 
glad, it seemed, to see someone. The ambulance 
officer had jilst started to speak when there was » 
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roar from the clump of trees, at the same instant an 
explosion directly overhead, and an ugly chunk of 
iron — a bit of broken casing from a shrapnel shell — 
plunged at our very feet. The shell had been wrongly 
timed and exploded prematurely. 

^ “ I say!” the lieutenant called out to a Belgian 
officer standing not far away, ” can't you telephone 
over to your people to stop that. That is the third 
time we've been nearly hit by their shrapnel this 
morning. After all ” — he turned to us with the ;ur 
of apologising somewhat for his display of irritation — 
“ it's quite annoying enough hero without that, you 
know. ' ' 

It was indeed, annoying — very. The trenches 
were not under fire in the seiise that the enemy were 
making a persistent effort to clear them out, but they 
were in the zone of fire, their range was known, and 
there was no telling when that distant boom thudded 
across the fields whether that particular shell might 
be intended for them or for somebody’s house in 
town. We could see in the distance their captive 
‘balloon, and there were a couple of scouts, the officer 
said, in a tower in the village, not much more than 
half a mile away. He pointed to the spot across the 
barbed wire. “ We’ve been trying to pick them off 
with our rifles for the last half hour.” 

We left them engaged in this interesting distrac- 
tion, the little rifle smips in all that mighty 
thundering seeming only to accept the loneliness and 
helplessness of their pdsition, and spun on down the 
transverse road, toward another trench on the left. 
The progress of the motor seemed slow and disappoint- 
ing. Not that the spot a quarter of a mile off was 
at all less likelv to be hit, yet one felt conscious of a 
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growing desire to be somewhere else. And though I 
took off iny hat to keep it from blowing off, I found 
that every tinie a shell went over I promptly put it 
on again, indicating, one suspected, a decline in what 
the military experts call womle. 

As we bowled down the road toward a group of 
brick bouses on the left, a shell passed not more than 
fifty yards in front of us and through the side of 
one of these houses as easily as a circus rider p^s 
through a tissue-paper hoop. Almost at the same 
instant another exploded — where I haven't the least 
idea, except that the dust from it hit us in the face. 
The motor rolled smoothly along meanwhile, and the 
Belgian soldier driving it stared as imperturbably 
ahead of him as if he were back at Antwerp on the 
seat of his taxicab. 

You get used to shells in time, it seems, and, 
deciding that you either are or are not going to be 
hit, dismiss responsibility and leave it all to fate. 
I must admit that in my brief experience I was not 
fd)]t* to arrive at this restful state. We reached at 
hist the city gate through which we had left Antwerp 
and the motor came to a stop just at the inner edge of 
the' passage under the fort, and I said good-bye to the 
young Englishman ere he started back for the trenches 
again. 

“ Well," he called after me as I started across the 
open space between the gate and the houses, a 
stone's throw away, “ you've had an experience 
anyway." 

I was just about to answer that undoubtedly I 
had when — " Tzee-ee-ee-er-r " — a shell just cleared 
the ramparts over our heads and disappeared in the 
side of a house directly in front of us with a roar and 
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a geyser of dust. Neither the motor nor a guest’s 
duty now detained me, and, waving him good-bye, 
I turned at ri^ht angles and made with true civilian 
speed for the shelter of a side street. 

The shells all appeared to be coming from a 
south-east direction, and in the lee of houses on the 
south side of the street one was reasonably protected. 
Keeping close to the house fronts and dodging — 
rather absurdly no doubt — into doorways when that 
wailing whistle came up from behind, I went zig- 
zagging through the deserted city toward the hotel 
on the other side of town. 

It was such a progress as one might make in 
some fantastic nightmare — as the hero of some eerie 
piece of fiction about the Last Man in the World. 
Street after street, with doors locked, shutters closed, 
sandbags, mattresses, or little heaps of earth piled 
over cellar windows; streets in which the only sound 
was that of one’s own feet, where the loneliness was 
made more lonely by some forgotten dog cringing 
against the closed door and barking nervously as one 
hurried past. 

Here, where most of the shells had fallen the 
preceding night, nearly all the houses were empty. 
Yet occasionally one caught sight of faces peering 
up from basement windows or of some stubborn 
householder standing in his southern doorway staring 
into space. Once I passed a woman bound away 
from, instead of toward, the river with her big 
bundle; and once an open carriage with a family in 
it driving, with peculiarly Flemish composure, toward 
the quay; and as I hurried past the park, along the 
Avenue Van Dyck — where fresh craters made Ijy 
exploding shells had been dug in the turf — the swans, 
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still flcTating on the little lake, placidly dipped their 
white necks under water as if it were a quiet morning 
in May. 

Now and then, as the shell’s wail s\^ng over 
its long parabola, there came with the detonation, 
across the roofs, the rumble of falling masonry. 
Once I passed a house quietly burning, and on the 
pavement were lopped-off trees. The impartiality 
with which those far-ofi gunners distributed their 
attentions was disconcerting. Peering down one of 
the up-and-down streets betore crossing it, as if a 
shell were an automobile which you might see and 
dodge, you would shoot across and, turning into a 
cozy little side street, think to yourself that here at 
least they had not come, and then promptly see, 
squarely in front, another of those craters blown down 
through the Belgian blocks. 

Presently I found myself under the trees of the 
Boulevard Leopold, not far from the British hospital, 
and recalled that it was about time that promise was 
made good. It was time indeed, and help with lift- 
ing they needed very literally. The order had just 
roine to leave the building, bringing the wounded 
and such equipment as they could pack into half a 
dozen motor busses, and retire — just where, I did not 
hear — in the direction of Ghent. As I entered the 
port-ecochbre two poor wrecks of war were being led 
out by their nurses — ^|pore men burned in the powder 
explosion at Waelhem, their segred faces and hands 
covered with oil and cotton just as they had been 
lifted from bed. 

The phrase whistle of shells '' had taken on a 
new reality since midnight. Now one was to learn 
something of the meaning of those equally familiar 
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words, they succeeded in saving their wounded 
although under heavy fire/' 

None of the wounded could walk, none dress 
himself; most of them in ordinary times would have 
lain where they were for weeks. There were frac- 
tured legs not yet set, men with faces half shot away, 
men half ^ouLjof their heads, and all these had to be 
dressed somehow, covered up, crowded into or on top 
of the busses and started off through a city under 
bombardment toward open country, which might 
already be occupied by the enemy.jt 

Bundles of uniforms, mud-stained, blood-stained, 
just as they had come from the trenches, were dumped 
out of the storeroom and distributed, hjt or miss.'^ 
British “ Tommies " went out as "feelgians, 
Belgians in British khaki; the man whose broken leg 
I had lifted the day before we simply bundled in his 
bed blankets and set up in the comer of a bus. One 
healthy-Iooking Belgian boy, on whom I was trying 
to pull a pair of British trousers, seemed to have 
nothing at all the matter with him, until it presently 
appeared that he was speechless, and paralysed in 
both left arm and left leg. And while we were work- 
ing, an English soldier shot through the jaw and 
throat sat on the edge of his bed, shaking with a 
hideous rattling cough. 

The hospital was in a handsome stone building, 
in ordinary times a club, perhaps, or a school; a 
wide stone stairway led up the centre, and above it 
was a glass skylight. This central well would have 
been a charming place for a shell to drop into, aiid 
one did drop not more than fifty feet or so away, in 
or close to the rear court. A few yards down the 
avenue another shell hit a comice and sent a ton or 
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so of maj^nry crashing down on the sidewalk. Under 
conditions like these the nurses kept running up and 
down that staircase during the endless hour or two 
in which the wounded were being dressed and c€irriedi 
on stretchers to the street. They stood by the busseft^ 
making their men comfortable, and when the first 
busses were filled, they sat in the open street on top' 
of them, patiently waiting, as calm and smiling as 
circus queens on their gilt chariots. The behaviour 
of the men in the trenches was cool enough, but they 
at least were fighting men and but taking the chanco 
of war. These wer#^‘ civilian volunteers, they had not 
e\(m trenches to shelter them, and it took a rather 
unforeseen and difficult sort of courage to leave that 
fairly saf(' masonr}' budding and sit smiling and 
helpful on top of a mothr bus during a wait of half 
an hour or so, any second of which might be one's 
last. 

There was an American nurse/ there^^ a tall, 
radiant girl, whom they called, and rightly, “ Morning 
dlory,'' who had been introduced to me the day 
before because we both belonged to that curious 
foreign race of Americans. What her name was I 
hiiyrn'i the least idea, and if we were to meet to- 
morrow, doubtless we should have to be carefully 
pres(mted over again, but T remember calling out to 
her, “ Good-bye, American girl!" as we passed in 
the hall during the last minute or two, and she said 
good-bye, and suddenly reached out and put her hand 
on my shoulder and added, ‘‘ Good luck!" or “ God 
bless you ! " or something like that. And these seemed 
at the moment quite the usual things to do and say. 
The doctor in charge and the general's wife apologised 
for running away, as they called it, and the last 15 
21 
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saw of the latter was as she waved back to me from 
the top of a bus, with just that look of conctjm over 
the desperate ride they were beginning which a slightly 
preo^upied hostess casts over a dinner table about 
which are seated a number of oddly assorted guests. 

The strange procession got away safely at last, 
and safely, too, so I was told later, across the river; 
but where they finally spent the night I never heard. 

I hurried down the street and into the Bue 
Nerviens. It must have been about 4 o'clock by that 
time. The bright October morning had changed to a 
chill and di^al afternoon, and up the western sky in 
the direction of the river a vast curtain of gr^isy black 
smoke was rolling. The petrol tanks which stretched 
lor half a mile or so along the Scheldt had been set 
afire. It looked at the moment as if the whole city 
might be going, but there was no time then to think 
of possibilities, and I slipped down the lee side of the 
street to the door with the Bed Cross flag. The front 
of the hospital was shut tight. It took several pulls 
at the bell to bring anyone, and inside I found a 
Belgian family, who had left their own house for the 
thicker ceilings of the hospital, and the nuns back in 
the wards with their nervous men. 

Their servants had left that niorniiig; the three 
or four sisters in charge had to do all the cooking 
and housework as well as look after their patients, 
and now they were keeping calm and smiling to 
subdue as best they could the fears of the Belgian 
wounded, who were ready to jump out of bed, what- 
ever their condition, rather than fall into the hands 
of the enemy. Each one had no doubt that if he 
were not murdered outright he would be taken to 
Germany and forced to fight in the east against the 
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Eussians. Several, v'ho kiiew very well what waa 
going on outside, had been found by the nurses that 
mornin^?- out of bed and all ready to take to the street. 

Lest they should hear that their comrades in the 
Boulevard Leopold had be.-u moved, the lay sifter — 
the English lady-^and I withdrew' to the operating 
room, closed the door, and in that curious reoreat 
talked over the situation. No orders had come ta 
leave; in fact, they had been told to stay. They 
did have a man now in the shape of the Belgian 
gentleman, and from the same source an able-bodied 
servant, but how long these would stay, where food 
w^as to be found in that desolate city, when the bom- 
bardment would cease, and what the Germans would 
do with them — well, it^w^as not a pleasant situation: 
for a handful of womSn. But it w^as not of them- 
selves she was thinking, but of their wounded and of 
Belgium, and of what both had suffered already and 
of what might yet be in store. It was of that this 
frail little sister talked that hopeless afternoon, while 
the smoke in the west spread farther up the sky, and 
she w^ould nov/ and then pause in the middle of a 
syllable while a shell sang overhead, then take it up 
again. 

Meanwhile the light was going, and before it 
became quite dark and my hotel deserted, perhaps, 
as the rest of Antwerp, it seemed best to be getting 

across town. I could not believe that the Germans- 

could treat such a place and people with anything 
but consideration and told the little nurse so. She 
came to'" tho edge of the glass-covered court, 

laughingly saying I had best run across it, and 
wondering where we, who had met twice «iow under 
such curious circumstances, wnuld meet again. 
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'Then she turned back to the wgrf' — to wait with 
that roomful of more or less panicky men for the 
tramp of German soldiers and the knock on thf‘ door 
which meant that they were prisoners. 

Hurrying across town, I passed not far from 
-the Hotel St. Antoine, a blazing four-storey building, 
nearly burned out now, and, like the other Antwerp 
fires, not spreading beyond its four walls. The 
<5athedral w^as not touched, and indeed, in spile of the 
noise and terror, the material damage was compara- 
tively slight. Soldiers were clearing the quay and 
Betting a guard directly in front of our hotel — one of 
the few places in Antwerp that night where one could 
■get so much as a crust of bread — and behind drawn 
<}urtains as usual w^e made ’w'hat cheer w'e could. 
There w'cre tw'o American photographers and a 
correspondent who had spent the night before in ihv 
•cellar of a house, the upper storey of which had been 
wrecked by a shell; a British intelligcmce officer, with 
the most bewildering way of hopping back and forth 
between a brown civilian suit and a spick -an^i- span 
new uniform; and several Belgian families hoping to 
get a boat downstream in tht* morning. 

We sat round the great fire in the hall, above 
which the architect, building for happier times, had 
had the bad grace to place a skylight; and discussed 
the time and means of getting away. The intelligence 
officer, not wishing to be made a prisoner, was for 
getting a boat of some sort at the first cr^ck of dawm, 
and the photographers, who had had the roof blown 
off over their heads, heartily agreed with him. I did 
not like t# leave without at least a glimpse of those 
^iked helmets nor to desert my friends in the Rue 
^Nerviens, and yet there was the likelihood, if one 
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(remained, of being marooned indej&nitely in the midst 
of the conquering army. 

Meanwhile the flight of shells continued, a 
‘do/(*n or more fires eouH be seen from the upper 
windows of the hotel, and billows of red flame 
iroui the burning petrol tanks rolled up the southern 
skv . It had been what might be called a rather full 
da\, and lh(^ wail of approaching projectiles began to 
get a bit on one's nerves. One (Started at the slam- 
ming of a door, took e\erj^ dull thump for a distant 
^^xplosion, and wh<*n wo Anally turned in I carried the 
mattress from m\ room, which faced the south, over 
the otlu*r side ot the building and laid it on the floor 
'besid(* another man’s be^. Before a shell could reach 
me it would hav(‘ to ti^verse cit least three partitions 
and ])ossibly him as well. 

After midnight the bombardment quieted, but 
shells continued to visit us from time to time all 
night. All night the Belgians were retreating 
across the pontoon bridge, and once — it must have 
been about 2 or 8 o’clock — I heard a sound which 
meant that ail ^\as over. It was the crisp trmip 
— diffc'rent from the Belgian shuffle — of British 
soldiers, and up from the street came an English 
voic(‘. “ B('st foot forward, boys!” and a little 
iarther on, ” hook alive, men; they’ve just picktd up 
our range!” 

I went to the window and watched them tramp 
by — the same rrcn w’e had seen that morning. The 
petrol Are was still flaming across the south, a steamer 
-of some sort was burning at her wharf be^de the 
bridge— Napoleon’s veterans retreating from Moscow 
could scarcely have left behind a more complete 
-picture of w^ar than did those young recruits. 
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Morning came dragging out of that dreadful 
night, smoky, damp, and chill. It was almost a 
London fog that lay over the abandoned town. I 
had just packed up and was walking through one of 
the upper halls when there was a crash that shook 
the whole building, the sound of falling glass, and 
out in the river a geyser of water shot up, timbers 
and boards flew from the bridge, and there were 
dozens of smaller splashes as if from a shower of 
shot. I thought that the hotel was hit at last, and 
that the Germans, having let civilians escape over the 
bridge, were turning everything loose, determined to 
make an end of the business. It was, as a matter 
of fact, the Belgians blowing up the bridge to cover 
their retreat. In any case ij> seemed useless to stay 
longer, and within an hour, \>n a tug jammed with 
the last refugees, we were starting downstream. 

Behind us, up the river, a vast curtain of lead- 
coloured smoke from the petrol tanks had climbed 
up the sky and spread out mushroom-wise, as smoke 
and ashes sometimes spread out from a volcano. 
This smoke, merging with the fog and the smoke 
from the Antwerp fires, seemed to cover the whole 
sky. And under that sullen mantle the dark flames* 
of the petrol still glowed; to the left was the blazing 
skejeton of the ship, and on the right Antwerp itself, 
the rich, old, beautiful, comfortable city, all but 
'hidden, and now and then sending forth the boom of 
an exploding shell like a groan. 

A large empty German steamer, the Gneisenau, 
masoned here since the war, came swinging slowly 
out into the river, pushed by two or three nei^ous 
little tugs — to be sunk there, apparently, in mid- 
stream. From the pontoon bridge which stubbornly 
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refused to yield, came explosion after explosion, and 
up auvl- down the river fires sprung up, and 
there w'ere other explosions, as the crushed Belgians, 
in a sort of rage of devatdiation, became their own 
destroyers. 

By following the adventures of one individual 
I have endeavoured to suggest what the bombardment 
of a modern city was like — ^what you might expect if 
an invading army came to-monow to New York or 
Chicago or San Francisco. I have only coasted along 
the edges of Belgium's tragedy, and the rest of the 
story, of which we were a part for the next two days 
— ‘the flight of those iiundreds of thousands of home- 
less people — is sometldng that can scarcely be told — 
you must follow it out ift imagination into its countless 
uprj 30 ted, disorganised lives. You must imagine old 
people struggling alone over miles and miles of country 
roads ; young girls, under burdens a man might not 
care to bear, tramping until they had to carry their 
shoes in their hands and go barefoot to rest their 
unaccustomed feet, must imagine the pathetic 

efforts of hundreds of people to keep clean by washing 
in wayside streams or ditches; imagine babies going 
without milk because there was no milk to be had; 
families shivering in damp hedgerows or against hay- 
stacks where darkness overtook them; and you must 
imagine this not on one road, but on every road, fol^ 
mile after mile over a whole countryside. What was 
to become of these people when their little supply of 
food was exhausted? Where could they go? Even 
if back to their homes, it would be but to lift their 
hats to their conquerors', never to know but that the 
next week or month would sweep the tide of war back 
.-over them again. 
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Never in modern times, not in our generation ai 
least, has the world seen anything like that flight-^ 
nothing i^o strange, so overwhelming, so pitiful. And 
when I say pitiful, you must not think of hysterical 
women, desperate, trampling men, tears and screams, 
3n all those miles one saw neither complaining nor 
protestation — at times one might almost have 
thought it some vast eccentric picnic. No, it was 
their, ordejliness, their thrift and kindness, their 
unmistakable usefulness, which made the waste and 
irony of it all so colossal and hideous. Each family 
had its big round loaves of bread and its pile of hay 
for the horses, the bags of pears and potatoes, the 
children had their little dolls, and you would see 
some tired mother with her big bundle under one 
arm and some fluSy little puppy in the other, you 
could not associate them with forty -centimetre shells 
or burned churches and libraries or anything but quiet 
homes and peaceable, helpful lives. You could not be 
.swept along by that endless stream of exiles and’ 
retain at the. end of the day any particular enthusiasm 
for the rod glory of war. And when W(‘ crossed the 
Dutch border that afternoon and cairu* ou a village 
street full of Belgian soldiers cut off and forced to 
cross the line, to be interned here, presumably until 
the war was over, one could not mourn very deeply 
their lost chances of martial glory as they unslung 
li^eir rides and turned them over to the good-natured 
Dutch guard. They had held back that avalaj^che 
ong enough, these Belgians, and one felt as one would 
see lost children get home again or some one 
dragged from under the wheels. 






